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Young man's choice in 1“ width. 32.00 


Smart Tweed effect with Suede Trim 


Unusual Flat Braid with Ascot Buckle... 52. 


Color and Comfort 


ELASTIC BELTS BY PARIS 


50 


“If you saw your belt us others see it, you'd change it more often” 


Brighten up your wardrobe with u colorful “Paris Elastic Belt. 


You can change your whole appearance with vae of these wonder- 
ful new styles and he more comfortable than ever before. Select d 
several to wear with your slacks or suits. 


PARIS BELTS + SUSPENDERS + GARTERS 
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PAN ÁMERICA, 


F imor nruarvens in the idea that travel is 
Weg and endorsers of the vo 
thatthe rue sophisticate must, e necer: 
V 
3 
ТАП aboard” М “Fasten Jour зем. 
ЛЫ) чау ol кошер do da ne 
p 

TA nup cave RED of lorca and 
F 

bled or tity een Monkey. 
shines in once are endl ti 

ИШ, Land of the Big Wheel by per 
Te RT 
Tommy bestseller, From Here. to Shine 
бам, and. John will be visting. other 
pode Tale теш ийне 

cine Shel Silverstein ой on a 


world-wandering bit for the magazine, 

with the promise of humorously sketched 
way, beginni 
okyo. An Indian 


kash C. Jain, describes a 


p 


the sid of the British Post Office in her 
teasing. William Isersn, that droll 
эйе of Positive Thinking, ints 
that The French They diea Puño Race 
and also insists, since he is fast becom. 
ing a rtaveow-regelar, that we publish 
is vita static: 331739, “which,” ill 
explains, “represent sleeve length, neck- 
sive and age, in that order.” Rounding 
our the "round cbe world aspect of thi 
ine, Travel Editor Patrick Chase gives 
us an exponded International Dutelcch, 
Fashion Editor Blake Rutherford sup" 
plis the word om travel duds and how 
Хо pack them, and a friendly native guide 
named AI Capp leads cur safari, by way 
of Broadway, Into the primitivo wase. 
ands of darkest Dogpatch — where the 
female aborigines are pasing fait 
Al Morgan, ex TV exec, wrote a novel 
titled The Greet Man, in which he beau- 
titully bayoneted certain aspects al the 
television industry, He then went to 
Hollywood to work with José Ferrer on 


SIENERSTEIN 


PLAYBILL 


the flm version of the book (youl Бай 
him om th page standing with two 
other, more comely members of the Ман 
V. While on с Wen Coast, he 
picked up considerable research data оп 
the movit colony and. as he puts ic with 
a sly smile, "Гү already shut the door 
Gin any future lor mic in television; now 
Tro shutting the door on any future in 
Tn the magarine 
Business?" Morgan's Master of the Revels 
is about Hollywood, and it is the lead 
Story in uis May ieu: But just becuse 
AL as swung Ri guns away from tele 
on doant mean die wabobs of the 
vest easy: crackling 

itc John Crosby has a Tot to ay 
month about. TV's paradoxical atitude 


e's a story of seduction by 


Herbert too Ribald 
Classic by Soniadeva, а p on the 
green with Ms May plenty of things 


бо help vow pack up your able in 
Your old kit ing. Bon Voyager 


Knowledgeable people 


say Imperial 


—and they say it every time 


A Hiram Walker whiskey 
BIENDED WHISKEY - 86 FROOF AG WHISKEY 
6 YEARS Ot MORE OLD - 70% GRAIN NEUTRAL SATS 
HRAM WALER ® SONS IHC, PEORIA, ШЧО 


DEAR PLAYBOY 
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"ny Doytricud saw your pictorial 
on Jayne Mansfield in the Feb- 
пишу PLAYHOY 

three times а day, But 
ing like Mansfield, am just тоо 
June Reznick 
Formosa Beach, Calif 


For some held your maga 
zine to be the tops in its class. Alter 
A Second Father by Budd Schul 
berg I must revise this opinion, Pravsov 
is in а class by itself. Schulberg's piece 
ol fiction is the best 1 have read any 
where. Congratulations on your taste 
and keep up the good work. 
Jay Baez 
Albuquerque, N. M. 


I have been а faithful re: 
fine magazine for three ye: 
my first letter to you and 1 would lik 

ion. Has Budd Se 


very long some manly fiction. 
instead ol this "Once upon a time" 
jazz, huh? 

Bob Sanders 

Lubbock, "Texas 
1 have never writtten to any 
ther to congratulate or con 
m. But the story, А Second Father, 
Budd Schulberg, is truly great, 1 
nk. and 1 felt I had to write and 
tell you so. 


Paul R. MeKervocher 
Harrisburg, Pa, 


There 
the Si 


ers in 
4. 


green sa 
» only in Mr. Schulberg's 

Keith Walker. 
Moscow, Idaho 


MP DIGS SALLY 

Subject: Todd, Sally, exaltation of. 
Re: MAYuoy issue of February. Specifi 
cation 1: in that Todd, Sally, did appear 
in your excellent publication as Play 
тише of the Month, and by doing so did 


squelch all arguments on 
can Women Are Hest." Specificati 
In that Todd, Sally. is by far the most 
charming and beautiful female of all to 
adorn the place of honor in your out 
standing publication, Specification 3: 
In that Todd, Sally, does now, and will 

intinue to, enlighten the 
m of my walllocker. ini 


"Why Ameri- 


which 1 


spirit myself when troubled by trivial 
matters such as Battalion. inspections, 
Commanding General's inspections, and 


the like. Conclusion: In that Todd, 
Sally, has been chosen by this boy as 
“The Girl Fd Let Talk Me Out 01 
Issuing A Trafic Citation To,” and I 
am a veritable pillar of integrity (and 
all that stuff that makes ex Boy Scouts 
pod MPs), she must have somen 
the ball or else Td never let her do it, 
Vil tell the world 
Pic. J. P. McDade 
Military Police Battalion 
Marine Corps Base 
Camp Lejeune, N. C. 


JAZZ POLL 
Congratulations on your 1957 Jer 
oll. Even though not quite all my selec 
ons were picked, 1 was very imprescd 
with the outcome of the voting. 1 am glad. 
to see the modern and progresive 
schools are becoming more popular 
every day; this style of music has waited 
receive full credit. My 
atulations to Stm. Kenton, 
who i the most talented musician to 
ever walk on a stage: also Misty Miss 
Christy, who ran a close second to the 
greatest. I am looking forward to your 
LP which will be a record 
equal. 


g without 


Hooray! Hurrah! Hoorah! 
canna in the Highest! It is wonderful 
10 hear how well we have done 
recent jazz poll. Ncedles to say, 
Desmond and 1 are overjoyed with the 


Dave Dr 
[n 


MY SIN 


a most 
provocative perfume! 


LANVIN 


de bet Tens has to gfir 


PLAYEOY 


CC Hardly docs to be 
seen with Aubrey anymore, 
Chap hasn't been to 


Bencn’s in an age 


Beacon's 3o» Shop 


вз NORME MICHIGAN AVE. 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


fabulous gift 


for dusting 
Cadillacs 
and other 
elegant 
things 


MINK DUSTER 


A attri gll of wild beauty and elegance—all 
the way from its jeweled, ol-lesther bor handle 
tots 9 silky genuine rink tails. A real, well full- 
size duster, 17 glamorous inches leng. Magificently 
packaged. Send check or MO. to STARLIN SIS, 
Dept. P. 246 Filth Ave., N.Y. 1, ILY. Relund in 10 
ays it not delighted. 


Congratulations on the success of your 
1957 Jazz Poll! The added bit of humor 
that you sprinkled among the winners 
had my friends and myself rotting on the 
Noor, What a blast! Imagine Benny 
Goodman being picked. over someone 
like Jimmy Giufire, Haha, that was 
good. And then after a good choice іп 
Shelly Manne, 1 tumed the page. Haha, 
this was foo much! By this time we were 
crying and gasping for breath. Louis 
Armstrong over Chet Baker or Shorty 
Rogers? Seriously, 1 believe that your 
would-be enthusiasts have intermixed 
two entirely different types of musicians. 
Can you imagine Louis Armstrong and 
Gerry Mulligan blowing on a side to- 
gether? Or Goodman and J. J. Johnson? 
Most of your selections were in the mod- 
era or contemporary field. Why the 
‘outsiders? Next year lets specily what 
we want and pick a perfect group in- 
stead of an almost perlect onc. Let's 
not let the ignorance of some people 
destroy this feld of music as Elvis did 
the field of rhythm and blues that used 
to be enjoyable a few years back. И way 
the same type of people. Nothing 
against them. They just don't know. 
Chick Dewcoe 
Cincinnati. Ohio. 


SINCEREST THANKS TO YoU Ако то YOUR 
READERS FOR THE FIRST ANNUAL Jazz Pott. 
HONORS AND кок THE NICE THINS YOU. 
FLECTED IN THE PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL KEEPS 
ALL OF US WORKING MARDER. REST WISHES 


EVERY HILLS, CALLE, 
LOVE IN THE DARK 
Now you've done it! 1 am going to 


ry ¡sue of PLAYuoY. Perhaps 
Moore can answer this question regard 
ing the source of her i Did 
she come to this conch 
ing her rounds 
Market? 1 couldu't help but notice th 
she was attired in the strcerwalkers uni 
form of а trench coat! 

Hadley Babiarz 
Holbrook, Arizona 


Pamela Moore mentioned a man who 
she felt should sce a psychiatrist. И you. 
ask me, she is the one who should be 


or the leather couch! 
R. A. Sidell, RDS 
ЕРО, San Francisco. 


1 quite agree with Mis Moore in 
point that the American male, by and 
large. may be ashamed of sex. As to the 
whys and wherefores, however, 1 quite 
disagree. The women blame the men 
and the men blame the women. I feel 
that when the average American female 


can learn to be her husband's mistress, 
a few lights will be lit. 
Marc Michles 
Ft. Banks, Mass 


Every PLAYBOY reader who knows 
which end is up also knows what Pamela 
Moore needs, 1 advise her to get it as 
soon as pasible. 

Henry J. В: 
Hollywood, 


maymov has always been to me light, 
frivolous reading in which 1 never ex 
pected to find published ап 
such clear insight and maturity as the 
one by Miss Moore, Love in the Dark 
echoed my longsuppresed feelings and 
‘opinions perfectly. 
Marianne $. Gordon 
New York, N. Y. 


id a saucy young maid from the Last, 
he American male is a beast 
They make love in the shade 
In the ninth and tenth grade, 
a flashlight at Teast.” 
в Taylor 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 


1 don't know why you bothered to 
print the unrevcaling and incorrect ar- 
tide by a swelled headed, adolescent fe- 
male who obviously is not speaking from 
experience. Afer looking at Miss 
Moore's picture in your Playbill, 1 be 
lieve that shutting off the light might 
solve the problem after all. 


Bob Robinson 
Oakland. Calil 
I K Morgan 


Bremerton, Wash. 


My heartiest congratulations 10 19- 
yearold Pamela Moore for putting into 
print so many of the ideas and thoughts 
that 1 have been trying to convey to my 
friends for the past five or six of my 
19 yen 


Norman W. Vanaman, Jr. 
New Brunswick, N, J. 


1 must give credit to Missinformed 
Moore for discussing a 


weeds it. But | can't 


bject which 


University of Calit. 
Berkeley, California 


Human eves w 
at distances of less than six 
keep one's eyes open while 
grand passion would undoubtedly bring, 


not focu 


about the disorder which a layman 
might choose to call "cross yednen.” 
John M. Pendes 
FPO, San Francisco, Cali 


Speaking as a woman and ard 
reader el my husband's favo 
zîne. 1 make this plea. Please confine 


your articles on sex to those by male 
authors, since they usually write objec 
tively about this much abused subject, 
nd are without the frustrations of 
ther complexes, 
Mrs. Eleanor H. Bloom 
Williamsport, Pa. 


les enlightening vo find a top man’s 
magazine with guts enough to print a 
Feminine viewpoint like Miss Moore's 
article, And its even heuer do find a 
young female writer who le of 
the understanding and skill necessary to 
put teeth into this engrossing and com- 
prehensive study. 


Lawrence Seifner 
"Topeka, K 


ansas 


What Pa 
love in the 
a survey will prove that the as 
almost invariably reaches to tun 
light is by the hairy one. 
Bob Calderon. 
Pearl Нап 


Hawaii 


In defense of the American male, may 
1 respectfully call the attention of Miss 
Moore 10 the following quote from Kin- 
sey, Sexual Behavior im the Human 
Male, 1918, page 581: "In general, more 
men prefer to have (sexual) intercourse 
in the light and more women prefer it 
in the dark. 


A. Stephen Casimir. 
Providence, R. E. 


Love in the Dark should have been 
led Written in the Dark. 
Thomas M. Livingston 
Cambridge, Mass. 


ın always willig to try anything 
new, so the other day 1 tried kissing my 
wife of 18 years with my eyes open. 1 


was so unnerved that L haven't gotten 
up the courage to try anything further 
with the 

Preston B. Rand 


Bangor, Maine 


Bravo! Bravo! To Pamela Moorel 1 
thought no one would ever understand 
me, | have tried for years now to popu- 
Лане the custom of staring at one’s part 
ner while 

light conversation (his comes with much 
practice), But no one ever listens to me 
At fast I have a champion! And what a 
‘mature, experiences! one she is! 1 would 
low t0 hear her theories when she's 
older. U het shell really have a few good 
ones then, 


Dan Dukes 
San Francisco, Calil. 


It is regrettable that there aren't more 
broadminded women in the world like 
Pamela Moore. 
Victor E Traver 
Arlington, Virginia 


As another 19yearold girl, 1 feel par- 
ticularly well-equipped to reply to Mis 
Moore's recent article. 1 am, further- 
more, an English girl fortunate enough 
to be married to ап American! Whilst 
1 have found the American charming. 
subtle and romantic in his approach to 
sex, the Italian, Frenchunan, Dane and 
German appear animablike in compar: 


Celia E. Graffin 
APO 800, N. v. 
U. S. Forces in Germany 


Miss Moore tells us she bathed in the 
mude and was unknowingly observed, 
while in said state, by two Italians who. 

ded her joie de viure. She makes 
unkind references to what would have 
happened if the two observers had been 
Americans. What she neglected t0 єз 
phasize was that the two men had wi 
and families back on the beach and th 
enjoyment ol the situation could hardly 
be anything but vicarious under the cir 
cumstances! 


Robert Е. Heap 
University of Georgia 
Athens, Georgia 


Let me know when Miss Moore is go- 
ing swimming again. I speak very fluent 
айап. 


Rino A. Caprari 
White Plains, N. v. 


Hooray for Pamela Moore! If sbe 
hasn't hit the nail squarely on the head 
по one ever has. How Miss Moore knows 
what she knows is beside the point. The 
important thing is that she knows it and 
has the courage to say it where millions 
of American men can read i 
xov. The sooner the American male 
wakes up to the fact that he is a sexual 
failure the better off everyone will be 
Richard Toney 
Medford, Oregon 


As the author of The Sexual Response 
bility of Woman, 1 would like to sy 
something in rebuttal to Pamela Moore 
For one thing, she argues on a whole lot 
of demonstrably lale. premises, includ: 

une she makes a tile. Men do 


mot like to wake love in the dark, but 
women do—and not just Amer 
women. Far Easter 


authority assures me that also holds f 
the Chinese and Japanese! Abo— 
either of my boss had watched a pretty 
girl take off her bathing suit and go 
porpoising in the water, and then had 
joined Papa and Mama lor а map on 
the sand, Td have rushed them 10 a 
doctor, to sce if they needed vitami 
or hormones or something. 

Maxine Davis 
New York, N. Y. 


BOLD RED TONIGHT" 


Formal notice: h's closed seoson on 
winter's dark tones...ond to brighten the 
summer social scene LORO WEST presents 
а vivid, virile new color... Bold Redi 
See Bold Red dinner [ockels trim-toilored 


of Tonight, о special blend of premium 
combed cotton and crepe-tail viscose 
with the lock and feel of lalion silk... 
processed for spill ond stein resistance. 
‘About $40 ot finer stores. Tonight 
dinner jockets also in Bermudo Blue ond 
Chompagne White. Better thon 
‘ever reasons why ifs fun fo go fool 
archer innovation in good taste fom 


Jord Mest 


Wen Wa Clots, Inc, ie Wis Smet, Now wen 


Marlboro 


cpm Here's old-fashioned flavor in the new way to smoke. 


ize taste of honest tobacco comes full through. 
g filter feels right in your mouth. 
Works fine but doesn't get in the way. The modern Flip-Top 
Up to date Box keeps every cigarette firm and fresh until you smoke it 


FILTER PRICE (MADE IN RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, FROM A NEW MARLBORO RECIPE) 


PLAYBOY 


AFTER HOURS 


vt MEEN SLEEPLESS of late over the 
ag of bodily parts in- 
d in by those closely allied to the 
world of fashion, both men's and 
women's. Je was only a while back that 
Carmel Snow, of Harper's Dezanr fame, 
made the heady statement that "This year 
a woman's legs are her crowning glory. 
We let it pass with a shrug. Carmel, we 
reasoned, certainly knows what's what, 
and maybe a set of pins can turn into а 
crowning glory. But we recoiled the 
other day at the cunning сору cu 
rently used in the ads of Corbin, Lu, 
а noteworthy manufacturer of men's 
pants, which heralded “Natural shoulder 
trousers and walking shorts” What a 
Dalicsque picture hat evokes! 


The Police Department Censor Bue 
тели in the fair city of Detroit reared up 
recently and slapped а ban on John 
O'Hara's 1956 National Book Awa 
Winner, Ten North Frederick bn, 
Feb. 0). The charge: “obscene pas- 
sages” According to the Detroit Times, 
the “actual reader of the book, on whose 
recommendation ihe ban was based, was 
Detective John Horian .., Horian has 
a tenth grade education.” When ap. 
prised of the deed, Mr. O'Hara coolly 
remarked: "From what 1 have heard. 
about the condicions in Detroit, 1 a 
urprised that the Detroit Police Depart 
ment can spare a single patrolman for 
literary бшу. 


‘The other evening, 
couple in our t 
«ту, а small stranger wandered iı 
the urban darkness and introduced us 
ао a unique, to say the least, way of 
ing space at the bar. Confronted 
veritable log jam of sophisticates be 
tween himsclf and the refresh 
small stranger produced a tiny tin whistle 


пот his be 


st pocket, quieted the smart 

talk in the room with a mighty blast, and. 

then announced: "АШ right, cverybedy 

in strect shocs—ofl the gym oor.” A 

wedge opened in the crowd, and the 
r sidled up to the bar, 


Two late bulletins 
world, or rather that Eden zone where the 


om the animal 


realıns of theatredom and zoology meet. 
First concerns Dave Gartoway who has а 
project afoot to wach a pet parakeet 
lo зау, simply and quite айну 
"Birds can't talk." Second flash brings 
news of George $ Kaufman's tomcat, 
Adam. As boy cats will, when they ma. 
ture, Adam got a litte too frisky for 
human comfort and peace of mind, and 
was whisked off to the vet's where the 
source of his masculine mischievousness 
was spirited away. On his return home, 
the newly docile beastie was rechris- 
tened Had. 


RECORDS 


А Drum Is o Women, the most ambitious 
Duke Ellington effort to date, has been 
admirably produced by Irving Town- 

А sort of off- 
wil- 


ing band plus a chorus, one operatic type 
soprano, one calypso-type male singer 
and one swinging girl singer. Duke him- 
self narrates the yarn, which purports to 
parallel the history of the origins ol jazz 
as symbolized by a joker called Madun 
Тай. Clever, no? Joya Sherrill, the swing- 
yg girl, is a joy to hear on Hey Buddy 
Bolden amd Rhumbop; Clark Terry, 
et al, produce fine instrumental mo- 
ments. As то the narration, well, maybe 
a drum is a woman, but were not so 
sure a cymbal can pass as a symbol. Bet- 
ter you should sample two other Elli 

ton discs: In A Mallotone (Victor 1364), 


his the Duke's great band 
of the early Forties, and Duke Ellington 
Presents... (Bethlehem BCPG003), the 
equally polished post.Newport group. 
Both are magnificently mellow. 


Frankie's agonized, golden arm expres 
sion on the cover of Close te Yeu (Capitol 
W789) is a fair portent of what's inside. 
Irs a ballad LP on which the Hollywood 
String Quartet provides what is supposed 
10 be 3 gossamer background cushion, 
but manages instead to mire Sinatra in 
a sinkhole of rhythmless, dragey fiddling. 
We could take it for one or two bands, 
maybe, but so much cat gut stretched 
over an entire LP makes for dull listen- 
ing. Frank remains the top male voca 
ist in the land, but this disc just isn't 
up to his own lofty standards . . . tedy 
Sings the Blues is the title tune and best 
item in Millie Holiday's latest (Clel 721). 

a it, you'll hear Lady Day, for some 
inexplicable reason, singing the melody 
of Hes Funny That Way to the lyrics 
of 1 Must Hove That Man. In any case, 
we feel Billie should stop rerecording 

mes she cut at her peak a decade or 
two аро; they come through as only 
occasionally magical today. 


Опе need be neither monarchist nor 
theist to derive thick slabs ol enjoyment 
Seed Most for the Kings of France, 
cord 4001), This dazzling display 
of liturgical fireworks, grandly and 
gaudily scored for trumpets, organs and 
Voices, is great fun to spin, and there's 
a fascinating story behind it, to boot. 
part of the 2000th annivensny of Paris 
1951, а 87-year-old musicianly cleric, 
the Reverend Father Emile Martin, 
created interest by announcing that he 
would conduct a rediscovered Cor 
tion Mass by an obscure 17th Сеп 
composer, Etienne Moulinié. It was an 
immediate hit: the all stops out Mass was 


PLAYBOY 


PORTRAIT 


"They look just like you!” 


Ferd 


„Sehaster 


Look ond feel like yourself 
in а Schaefer outfit, 
tollored just for ус 


INDIVIDUALIZED IN— 
= = authentic 1957 styles 
in o full ronge of pop- 
dor selections; 
‘your personel choice of 
more then 300 poltesrs 
‘ond colors, Spring weights ond 
Pela-form tropicals; 
- möster-toilored to your тесиле. 


SCHAEFER 
TAILORING COMPANY 
224 tast Eighth Street 
Cincinnati 2, Ohia 


GIANT- SIZE * FULL-COLOR 


POSTERS 


SENSATIONAL SAVINGS FOR PLAYBOY ғазо, A PORTFOLIO OF CATS. ты 


PUBLISHED AT $250 EACH 
47. SALAMANCA 


4 joue 
Par VALENCIA 
Паго 


repeated five times on five other occa- 
sions and subsequently was broadcast to 
the rest of Europe and to America. But 
a wet blanket named Felix Rangel soon. 
сате forward to denounce the Mass as a 


hoax. Though a deft emu 
ecclesiastical music of Mouli 
а remarkable composition 
right, certain minor discrepancies had 
tipped musicologist Raugel to the faci 
that it was a modern work being palmed 
oll as a classic one, Father. Martin wat 
called on the carpet, and the truth came 
out: yes, Sacred Mass for the Kings of 
France was his own. Though anachronis 
tically written in а style three centuries 
‘old, the Mass is spine lrosting sound 
айу conduc 


this planer 
good Father 
by this cracke 


‚ck new company 
Cool school's keeping this month, sa. 
siddown and listen here 
(Pacific Jazz 1219) is re 
gone concert at that emporium ol high 
learning, features the Bud Shank Quar 
tet with an able assist by Bob Cooper 
fon tenor sax and aboe, packs the solid 
Pacific excitement that makes you want 
to dap and holler with the undergrad 
cagheads, and reminds us—in its in 
fectious background noises —of one ol 
the few years-old 10-inchers we still play 
regularly, the Brubeck Quarters Jaz at 
Oberlin dern Son Francisco Style 
(Liberty 6016) gives the Virgil Gonsalves 
group а chance to show its stuff 
us this is the stult of dreams: modes 
swinging dreams, controlled, inventi 
devez. Skip the first band (which, like 
so many LP openers, is pyratechnical 
nism) 
of the record, especially entries like Viw 
Zapata (which combines a bagpipes 
drone with Latin American rhythm) 
and Bags’ Groove (for its classic coolness 
with a cannon balling beat) . . , 
Whoosese (Storyville 914) displays the 
lean and precise talents of the Brook 
ns Quintet playing hot jazz 
a mode, plus decently an 
honestly handled ballads with no taney 
„in other words, the way 
ant to be heard. 


exhibit et with the rest 


The dozen good men and true 
it out over the 
hoodlum who has allegedly switch-bladesd 
his old man. In reviewing the case in 
the jury room (where almost the entire 
on occurs) the evidence seems pretty 
cavesdropping neighbors 
heard violent com 
buttinski has seen the boy leave the 


te ol a teen 


house and one nosy insomniac claims 
actually хо have seen the father-andson. 
blood banquet. ‘Ihe poor kid seems sure 
to be volleyed for the voltage. In fact, 


all the jury, save one doubting Thomas, 
tment. 


give him the thumbs down tr 


Henry Fond; 
1 does. 


Perform: 
top level with Henry Fonda as the quiet 


questioner who knocks out the belliger- 
ence of Lec J. Cobb, the chilling logic 
ol E. б. Marshall, the biased illogic of 
Ed Begley, and the cocksure breeziness 
ul Jack Warden, as leaders of the oppo- 
sition, Blown up from a tel 
by its original author, Re 
the story moves from the sn 
to the giantaize with no growing pains. 
Prepared by the master chef, Vittorio 
de Sica, The Geld ef Naples is an Italian 
feast in four courses. The first, The 
Rocketeer, stars То as a mild street 
inountebank who has had his casa com- 
mandecred by an overbearing gangster, 
who moved in when his wile passed out. 
How the mouse ousts the monster makes 
an appetizing antipasto. In the second, 
Pizas for Sale, Sophia Loren fills the 
role and her Tow-necked blouse to per- 
fection as a pizza pusher’s wife who puts 
out tastier merchandise than her spouse's 
pies. When the cuckolded cluck discov- 
rs that she has lost the family jewel, an 
‘emerald ring, the two of them canvas all 
Customers who have bought their wares. 
"They find die ring, but the husband also 
discovers he's sh 
molti signori, The thi 
bles, in which de Si 
ve chunt noblem 


himscll plays а 


whose lira-pinching 
wite will no longer provide the ante for 
his daily gambles, and who is forced 10 
cut the cards with his doorman’s child. 
Although a reluctant opponent, the 
moppet manages to deal out more dis 
honor on the poor counts battered ego, 
The wind-up is Theresa in which Sik 
vana Mangano is a prostitute whom a 
quiltridden man marries to punish him- 
vell for the suicide of a rejected girl 
friend. All are rich slices of life highly 
seasoned with spice and pungent char- 
acterizations. 


We Are All Murderers is grimly compel- 
ling, a fiercely partisan polemic in pic- 
tures which utilizes superb acting, direc 
tion and photography to build a damn. 
ing denunciation of capital punish- 
ment. You may recall the work 
of this dit, writer-director, André 
Cayette, from his filmic exploration of 
the jury system in Justice Is Done, И 
so, you'll recognize his penchant for the 
slow build, the intricate assembling of 

gly disconnected episodes — cach 
in itself a small masterpiece — until, 


gradually, form and meaning and dirsc- 
tion emerge as the film's elements sre 
blended into а whole which is more than 
the sum of its parts. So it is with this 
picture: it starts out like a wellturned 
thriller, but by its conclusion it has 
become a major social document. 

Overshadowing the dozens of charic- 
ters, plots and subplots is the story of 
René Le Guen, brilliantly played by 
Marcel Mouloudji. René is a shnn prod- 
uct, а violent and dimwitted hood 
whose homicidal prodivities make hin 
something of a Resistance hero, But th 
death he metes out in war becomes 
murder in peacetime amd hes con 
demned to die. He shares a death cll 
with three other killers and we share his 
agony and theirs as th led oll, one 
by one, to be executed. Yet the theme 
behind the stories—that capital р 
ment bs ci ad that жайлу аз а 
whole must bear responsibility for the 
breeding of crime — 


their relentless portrayal of 
elles (intentional amd 
dominate the action. Alurderers is 
hardly entertainment: it is important 
cinema, suspenseful, powerful, thought 
provoking. Shun it on a gloomy day. 


BOOKS 


Latest recruit to the ranks of hieran 
sociologists who come e the US. for 
a visit and then fire a blistering brosd- 
side from the safety of home. is Eric 
Jahn Dingwall, a Hritisher, who takes 
is formidable target none otber 

ian The Ameicon were. (Rinch: 
$150). No gentleman, he. The demo- 
lion is total. Муре blast at Mom 
was a love pat by comparison, Further 
withering portrait in depth 
ed to a devastating, nicer: 
Dingwall supports all his conclusions 
by quoting American sources books, 
pamphlets. leaned journals, the daily 
pres and magazines, Main focus of the 
book is the upper and middle income 
woman. Main thesis: the American wo- 
man of today is a victim of the old 
theocracy, which has left her a 
ration, “a 
ЖЯ 
need words. Our women, he 
says having gained the dominant role in 
resentday oder, are nevertheless 
‘profoundly dissatisfied, frustrated. re- 
ful and neurotic” The conflict 

within their souls is “primarily sexu 

For that matter, the 

us, women and men al 
sesed. Well, so is he, c 
it— that's what makes his book so much 
fun to read on such subjects as dating, 
petting, courtship, perfumes, breasts, 


to think of 


m “High fidelity" 
might be defined as 
the precision repro- 
duction of music 
by a system of 
specialist built com- 
ponents. Among 
these components — 
amplifiers, radio 
tuners, record play- 
'ers- nowhere is pre 
cision workmanship 
‘more important han 
itis in the loud. 
Speaker, 


= Consider the 
function of a loud: 
speaker, It must 
vibrate at exactly 
Ihe same frequency 
as the electrical 
signal fed to it by 
the amplitier, This 
frequency may vary 
from 30 to as many 
as 15000 times a 
second! Consider 
that now we are nol 
dealing with elec: 
trons of negligible 
mass, neither are 
"e working with a 
tiny phonograph sty- 
lus; in a loudspeaker 
we must control the 
actual physical 
movement of а con- 
siderable mass of 
теш and fiber. A 
moments reflection 
will show that in 
this component pre- 
eisen workmanship 
is all important. 


™ JBL Signature 
Speakers made by 
James B. Lansing 
Sound, inc., are 
made with that de 
quee of precision 
usually associated 
with scientific in- 
struments or raviga- 
tional clvonometers. 
Perhaps they should 
not be called des 
speakers" at all, but 
should be given the 
more technically 
correct appellation: 
precision transduce. 
ers. No matter how 
dificut We man 
facturing operation, 
И a refinement will 
result in better 
sound, it is built 
inte JBL Signature 
Loudspeakers, 

The place to see 
and hear JBL Signa- 
ure units is in the 
component demon- 

ration room of the 
‘authorized JEL Sig- 
mature High Fidelity 
Sound Specialist in 


in a high 
fidelity 
loudspeaker 
PRECISION 
is the 
measure of 


QUALITY 


For his rame and address, write to: 
. Lansing Seund, Ine. 
2439 Fletcher Drive + Los Argeles 39, Calif 
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FEATURING TEDOY а HIS TRUMPET 


Ж, dd 
MIRA ЛЕЯ 


عل 


нату 
коомат 


3310 W. вњ St. 


400 CLUB ee т» 


profession, the female 
And 


іо do you think will be the bi 
blast? Am 
wome Maybe, among 
other sexual aberrations is enjoyment 
of а thorough trouncing. 
ng else, The Short Reign ef Pippin 
f. $5) provides a showcase for 
inbeck im а new role: skittish 
dl using his lier 
political system. He. 
entday French Revolui reverse in 
which a distant descendant of Charle 
magne. now a middleaged astronomer, 
reluctantly assumes the tole of King 
when French polities reach an 
ng a shortlived 


ded by self seeking 

rippin IV, the mild-man 

тегей King years for the good old days 

when he could find peace by communing 
stars, He is continually prodded 


the deal by taking his job as K. 
‘ously, by instituting a serics of reforms 
which horrify the politicos and result in 
his being run out of Paris sans crown, 
You've been deposed.” the unde an 
mounes tearfully. "and the govern 
ments squabbling again just like in the. 
old days” So it 5 back 10 his home and 
beloved telescope for Pippin, comforted 
by the knowledge that France had al 
ready forgotten her king. The French 
might not like such a jaundiced view of 

ir political scene, but we think the 
novel will find an eager audience here 
I is shrewdly attuned to the times 


Eric C. Hiscock and his wife, Susan, 


cockleshells. 


In their case, there's an 

this is how they eam 
bread — e work if you 
take it. They 
ey write and 
about their 


themselves to 
World in Wanderer M (Oxford. 56) tells 
how they did the circummayigation bit 
in somewhat les style but with a lot 
more len than Magellan. Wanderer is 
а husky Sloot sloop (or so the author. 

er to us) 
and the doughty couple, with no addi 
tiowal crew, the Ме of 
ght the hard way 
in just under three years "The chron- 
ide of the cruise isn't too exci 
British understatement makes tea ashore 
and a hurricane off Fiji about equally 


says: she looks more like а с 


FREE! $6 Pair of MARACAS 


Genuine Profesional Fines Hardwood. FREE 
with Each CONGA er BONGO ORDER. 
NEWEST IMPORT CONGA DRUMS 


915 E 


Dept, 10, 
Ке 


NEM YORK. обоз you MUST do 
iy visit ба омо EMBERS to xy 
se NOS OCINNG FOOD & MUSIC 
dea hal scie DRS CU, 


FAMOUS FOR 
ROAST BEEF » STEAKS = BARBECUED RIBS 


EMBERS 


DINNER From $20 PM. + OPEN TO 4 AM. | 
161 Е. 54". NYC + PL 9.3228 


BETWEEN LEXINGTON & THIRD AVES | 


thrilling — but it has great charm and 
plenty allure for the shorebound or 
‘occasional sailer who likes to read his 
d ns ready made. 


DINING-DRINKING 


You may have to crib a few directions 
to find Frankie Bradley's cookshop in 
Philadelphia (1320 Chancellor St). but 
its well worth the tick. through a maze 
of midtown sidestreeis 10 his door. 
Frankie's hideaway Is microsopic, but 
his drinks and chow are served up in 
wee portions. des an inti 
eatery, with an iphed collection 
of photos covering the tan leather walls 

honest leather and honest autographs 

and a favorite hangout for show peo 
ple and other convivial folk playing m 
town. If the talk is good, Frankie may 
close the doors and make a party of 


the drinks then being on him 
through the night. A stimulating sa 
ol his cookery is his own Pot Rost 


Brisket of Beef, made like so: damp the 
beet in а big pot, add hallaglass of 
mer and turn the fire to about 150 
degrees, Allow fat шеш to 
brown slowly: add hall dove of garlic, 
two large carrots, ¡wo outside pieces of 
celery, two big onions, a couple of bay 
leaves and а fistful of dill. Let simmer 
Vc hour, then toss in one Number 214 
can of red pack tomatoes. Keep pot 
covered with just 2 wisp of air space at 
one side, allow to cook one hour more, 
‘or until a fork pulls the meat away from 
the brisket, Attack with several bottles 
‘of Bass Ale, Frankie opens shop at noon. 
) until three the 


around 


following morning, 


THEATRE 


The Tunnel of Love, a popular vi 
the Royale, 212 W. 45th, is a fin 
inspection of suburban sex life in the 
fashionable village of Westport, Conn. 
But all too soon it dwindles into a one- 
ack joke at the expense of Tom Ewell 
ul Nancy Olson, a happily 
couple whose pregnant problem is get 

ng Nancy pregnant, When her tem. 
perature is up, his energy is down, and 
the waiting lists at adoption services, 
stretch out endlessly before them. 
Spurred on by a philandering neighbor, 
Ewell takes a fling with the investigator 
‘of one of the better baby bazaars (why is 
it better? Because it's located "right be 

een Smith and Yale") and our boy 
becomes a papa. A final wringing of the 
plot finds Ewell adopting his own il. 
legitimate ollsprieg and waiting пег 


‘ously for his wile to discover that Raby 
has Daddy's deep brown eyes. It all 
works out happily, though, with billions. 
of laughs and untold variations on the 
mating habits of Westporticus Amen 
vamus, or horny bed-hoppers. Swiftly 
paced with smileaminute dialogue. 
Tunnel, based on Peter DeVries’ witiy 
bestseller, would nevertheless bc just 
another hole in the ground without Tom 
Ewell, the wrylaced, collapsible 
dian who saves sex from a Late wone 
than boredom, 


The new show at the Winter G: 
1651 Broadway, came in with an advance 
sale of over $500,000 and the promise 
of a good run, but better forget that it, 
is labeled Ziegfeld Follies. Take away the 
Great Ziggys signature and call the 
revue what it is gual 
looking m iat stars Beatrice 
Lillie and has uouble pasing the 
when she is changing costumes. At times 
like this Billy De Wolle, Harold Lang, 
Helen Wood and assorted youngsters 
take over agreeably enough, considering 
the sid state of their material. This Fol 
lies fails to conjure up a really clever 
sketeh or a sock song number worthy of 
its great tradition. Even the girls (and 
there seem to be a hundred of them) 
would have trouble matching the Lac 
Рейса» meticulous standards. How 
they will do in a pinch, as the sy 
ing goes, and Bea Lillie is still the hm- 

est woman alive toda 


mach 


Playwright Arnold Schulman comes 
up with flashes of good reportorial writ 
ng and an occasional whill of genuine 
pathos in A Hole In The Нева, at U 
uth, 236 W. 45th. Otherwise, 
is stuck with one of those lovable, irre 
sponsible lummoxes who so often an 
be boring to friends and audiences alike 

tety for the author and for direc 
on they have Paul Dov 
las to play the bankrupt owner of a small 
Miami Beach hotel. Douglas is blessed 
with a precocious young son, a reside 
girlfriend. a deskful of unpaid bills, and 
a brother and sister-in-law who fly down 
from New York to rescue their nephew 
from his incorrigible father. Douglas 
manages to rescue this character from 
blithering foolishness by giving another 
of his roughneck, good-guy impersor 
tions, and Lee Grant is of great help as 
a pathetic widow in search of compa 
onship. Bulwarks of the producticn, 
however, are David Burns and Kay Med 
ford, whose comedy is as low and loud 
vaudeville classic; when they walk 
оп stage, you know the theatre is in the 
hands of professionals. 


AMBASSADOR 
HAS A 
SEGRE] 


~.. a wonderful way with distinguished 
clothing that combines: hand-tailoring, in the 
elegant manner of the old needle-craftsman 

+ subtly opulent fabrics Irom Ambassador's 
Scintila Collection. A case in point this 
{rim-fashloned suit with unusual custom touch 
lapel, in iridescent alt or vol or all-wool. 
At these and other fine stores: 

Marre Walker & Sons 
Sees 

Ben Ref Cors 
айтап Brothers 


New York Cib 
Haliyecod, Calor 
San Francisco, California 


Fagrar, Ine. 
Urey Miami Beach, 
А (оола Сау, Olahema 


AMBASSADOR CLOTHES 


84 Fifth Avenue . New York 11, N.Y. 
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


D the vacation. Our advice: whatever 
ию. pan bent Беку Rot e 
3 


world cruise or hopping abe 
stie heath in уо 


ar, get your reset 


- MI sources are pre 
dicing the 
come this summer and carly (all, 0 
prepare to [ace disappointment it 
ig of just tool 
and lighting down as whim d 
This app 
reserving of foreign and 
portation and car rental, 
to mailing down у 
the better howelries both h 
abroad. Thus warned, sample the en. 
suing vacations and take your pi 

Ш you're torn between the easy 
of a posh resort and the gl 

woad, why no 

both — all for the cost of a 
age? These pack 
tion values come in assorted shapes and 
size, from two days to 100 or more, at 
prices that level ой to around 590 per 
day, excluding the dough you drop at 
ports of call 

Lashes of all а 


only to the advance 


маце ler 
ocean voy 
«d, double-deck va 


c the round lic wuld 
floating fiestas of American President 
nes. In 100 days, at S2880 up, you'll 
cruise the Caribbean, through the Pan- 
ama Canal to the West Coast, acioss the 
Pacific to Hawai, Japan. Hong Kong 
then home through the Red 
and Mediterranean, with time for 
ashore at 18 ports Of counc, you 
can go around the world from the West 
Coast via Austral 
lie as $882 on the Orient Line, but 
with fewer calls 
Pacific cruises les painful lor the 
pocket include the Matson round trip 
to Hawaii im 10 days, glorious with 
orchid leis, hula lens, and ship style 
ıt $260; and there's alvo a 42day 
the West Coast to Aus 
tralia and New Zealand and hack with 
calls at olfarail Papeete, Suva and Sa 
for $1035 up. Or do the American 
Pacific round trip —42 days 
the West Coast to Honolulu: Yoko: 
Manila, Hong Kong and back 
Most fashionable of all, with a 
limited. passenger list, is a 84у yacht 
via Harvey Line to the South Seas 
Los Angeles for $2495. 
Best Mediter cruises are the 
runs of American Export, or 
Lines il you want foreign flavor 
from the start; 36- and 454a round 
trips from New York at $620 and $960 


up, with time between ports for in, 


stopovers at crazy joints like Barcelon 
Beirut. Alexandria, Piraeus and Venice 
to show 40 the blonde in Cabin 134. 
Simplest and nearest to home of a 
fore e the overnight 
at $38 up. 


flavored cruise 
s from Mia 


m roundtrip, Bur theres no limit 


ly to your choices in the Caribbean 
We particularly like the six- and eight 
day cruises of Incres Мазан Line from 
New York to Nasau and Havana at 
around $130, and the $290 United Fruit 
Co. run out of New York to Cul 
Guatemala and Honduras in 12 days. 
Best of all Caribbean cruises. by far 
is the freighter run via Aloa П 
Montreal: a fivetosisweck round trip 
at 5995, with calls at up to 15 of the 
lovely. lessknown little islands Tike М. 
Kits or Grenada. Stop over on this om 
at Trinidad for two weeks and catch а 
Alcoa ore ship for $125 and head up 
isting rivers in the Dutch Gui 
jungles echoing to the sound of Djuka 
drums. Or, if you're lucky, you might 
catch a Booth Line ship at Trinidud for 
а $100 cruise up die Amazon, 1000 miles 
into the jungle-dark, underexplored hin 
terlands of Brazil 
Mind jou, there's no need to go 
Brazil for sunning on 
the afterdeck and smooching on the boat 
deck under brilliant marine skies, For 
foreign flavor dose to home, there's the 
sixdlay, $159.50 St, Lawrence River 
from Montreal to Quebec and up the 
ada SS 
waters 
» Lakes, from 


seven days on the Са 
Detroit and elsewhere at $149.50 m 


five 


cruises in the alli 
mlested, birdhaunted Everglades 
at $6: мау sailingship cruises. for 
leisurely sw 


ming, lobwering and fun 
in bluejcaned ease along the Maine 
Coast at $80 to $90. 

Dest of the самае cruises el 
home are the six-day, $120 Pan AU 
from Baltimore 10 Miami or 
ampa, then on to New Orleans on the 
Waterman Line, 

here are approximately 12,768 wow 
derful ship runs and cruke we have 
ot been able to mention here. But this 
fair start. So up anchor, wheel to 
starboard, engines full ahead. 

For further information on any of the 
above, write 10 Playboy Reader Service 
232 E. Ohio St, Chicago 11, Illinois. 
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MASTER 
of the 


REVELS 


he schooled his starlets in the arts of love 


отто FREUND came to Hollywood in 1938. 

The hard way. 

He crossed the German border at night carrying one suitcase 

It contained two woolen suits that an English tailor made for him 
in 1986, five silk shirts, three silk ties, a halfdozen pairs of socks, two 
pairs of English shoes, his father's straight razor and two rolled-up 
Cezannes. 

He left behind him one wife, one great Dane and the prints of 10 

п pictures that had made him a reputation and a fortune. 

In 1958, Otto Freund's trip across the German border was inevitable. 
He had been one of the Giants of the German motion picture industry. 
‘At UFA he had been a litle tin god, a Teutonic Cecil B. de Mille, His 
‘grandfather, unfortunately, had had the bad taste to fall in love with 
a chubby fraulein in Leipzig in 1867 who had just the slightest trace 
of Jewish blood in her veins. In Hitlers Germany in 1938 those few 
drops of 1867 non-Aryan blood were enough to send Otto Freund across 
the German border with one suitcase. 

The Cezannes went lor a good price in Paris and supported him 
through the summer of 36. The market value of German geniuses was 
very low in France that year no matter how much non-Aryan blood 
flowed through the veins of how many ancestors. Otto Freund spent 
the last of the Cezanne money in London. He had two suits made for 
by a Bond Strect tailor. “Three pairs of boots and a doren silk 
shirts left him with enough for ᷑ on the Queen Mary 
and enough for a taxi ride to the Plaza. He had no doubt that som 
thing would New York. In the past when he'd been 

ied by the intellectuals and had turned down 
offer after offer to direct Broadway plays He had been unavailable 
because of film commitments, Now he was making himself available 

There were no takers 

А former colleague of bis at UFA who was now in the Advertising 
Department of General Motors picked up his hotel bill and ма 
to a coach ticket to the coast, for old time's sake 

Hollywood was unimpressed. Otto Freund was just another unem 
ployed fugitive from Adolf Hitler. For a while he existed by allowing 
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years before he'd picked her 
ош of an extra call to share his bed in 
Berlin. He'd made her a star in a heavy- 
handed, filmed-through-cheeseeloth epic 
about Frederick the Great and had her 
snatched away from him by Hollywood. 
He remembered that it had been with 
a certain sense of relief, She may have 
been the world’s most glamorous woman 
on the screen but in his bed she was 
becoming something of a bore. 


“You look wonderful, Lili. Wonder 
ta” 

"And you, Meister. You too. Won 
der 

"Fificen years,” he said. 

"Sixteen. Come,” she we will 


talk, Come home with me’ 
He made a couple of feeble excuses 
but found himself sharing the hack seat 
with her They drove 

down the Sunset Strip and turned north 
оп Rodeo Drive. The car pulled up to. 
a Moorish cante with iron gates. It was 
impeccably white stucco. It wasn't peel 
E He followed her inin the hoe, 
mixed them two drinks from the 
in the comer of the pale gray liv- 
тоот and disappeared into the 


ing 
kitchen. 


ist 1 get us something to nibble 
оп. Then Г make lunch and then we 
have а пісе long talk” 
fou make lunch, Lili 


"I make lunch. Didn't 1 cook for you, 
Ouo, in Berlin? Didn't 1 cook?" 
“Who had time to eat, Lili?” 
Lili came out of the kitchen with a 
tray of hors d'oeuvres. She put them on. 


the oversized couch. 

“These are left over from the party 
last night, Meister. Such a party. 
“Two hundred people. Some of them I 
even knew.” 

"It is so good vo see you again, Lili" 

“And yout, Now tell me. Sit, eat and 
tell mc. What are you doing in Holly- 
wood and why didn't you call me?” 

"p am in Hollywood," said Otto, 
"because Mr, Hitler is in Berlin." 
hat pig: 
“I am in Hollywood because the only 
thing 1 know how to do is to make 
moving. pictures. I am looking for a 
job, Lili 

nd Аппа?" 
T had to leave her. ] had 10 leave 
suddenly. I was told that the Gestapo 
to pick me up and I had to leave. 

ih one suia Т had to leave. At 


night." 
“Terrible.” 
“Terrible. With one suitcase, And so 
Lili. -. here we are, 16 years 


later: 
He took her hand and held it gently 

With the other, he continued eating. 
"You have grown thin, Meister" 
"lt is not a time to be fat, Lili And 

you have grown Invelier. 1 have seen 


you in the pictures. You are beautiful 
and succesful, Lili. My little Lili. My 
libe Berlin Lili 

“Pictures! Drek 1 am ashamed, Meis- 
ter, you should have seen me in such 
dich” 

“Drek has made you a very famous 
woman. A star.” 

"You made me a star" 

"It was a good picture, Lili, Remem- 
ber the opening in Berlin? Remember 
the crowds? The interviews? You were 
а Queen and 1 was your Prince Con- 
sort“ 

“A puppet and you were the Meis 
ter” 

He put down the piece of smoked 
salmon on the slice of toast and put 
his arm around her. 

“Lili.” he said. "My Berlin Lili“ 

He Kissed her 

When he'd finished he picked up the 
piece of smoked salmon and resumed 
his meal. 

“You could always cry, Lili” he said. 
He reached for his handkerchief and 
stopped. He remembered how dirty it 
was. Instead he handed her one of the 
cocktail napkins on the tray. Lili wiped 
her eyes and brushed away the sreak 
of mascara that had run in one corner 
of her face. 
fou could always cry, Lili" 
"Cry Î could always do. And cat you 
could always do.” 

“They're very good.” he said. reach 

for а stab of sturgeon on Ry Krisp. 
Lili went into the kitchen and came 
bach with a coffee beaker and two cups 
She poured. 

“Now we cat and we sit and Took 
at each other and зау nothing, Later 
we talk Tonight you stay for dinner. 
1 will make for you, Otto, saverbraten 
like you have not had since Berlin.” 

“Berlin.” he said. “Berlin” 

Meister,” she sid and took his Fand. 
‘The nomeating one. "Meister. Tonight 
it will be like it was. Sauerbraten.” 

"That night it was like it was, Suer 
braten. Memories. Tears. And the odor 
hallway between perspiration and per 
fome. Oddly сми à made Ошо 
Freund homesick for bis fat Anna and 
his great Dane. ‘They talked far into 
the night, huddled together in the out 
sized bed with the silk monogrammed 
sheets 

The next morning Lili sent the 
chauffeur to the rooming house with 
the peeling white stucco walls to pick 
тр his one suitcase. For six months they 
worked together at might on a script 
that slowly but surely became the same 
script about the same Frederick the 
Great that had been thcir frst great iri- 
umph together. 

“This picture will be my monument.” 
said Otto. “I was foolish. I never saved 
amy of the money. I never bought any 
annuities This picture will be my an- 


ity.” 

Lili overrode her agents objections, 
mortgaged the house and formed an i 
dependent company to produce the 
picture, 

Otto маз tonized all over again, He 
was invited to the best parties, Lili let 
him have a Jaguar and he was allowed 
to sign tabs at Romanofís. 

But right from the begin 
ture went badly. Ouo 
about the forced democracy of the labor 
unions in Hollywood. He treated the 
grips and the juices the way he had 
always treated them, as employees in. 
steal of like brothers, and by the third 
day he was cordially hated ich. 
hated bastard.” was the kindest word 
yone on the sound stage had for him. 
By the fifth day, Lili was no longer 
talking to him. He still slept in the 
spare bedroom over the garage im her 
Койсо Drive house but his meals were 
prepared by the Tih cook instado 
Lin. d the picture four 
weeks Behind sabe an lod 
him out of the projection vom while 
she cut the picture hencll. 


in West 
iny ight. It was 
а disaster. The audience whooped with 
laughter and 15 minutes after the 
ture started they were shouting wise 
cracks back at the screen. Опо left be- 
fore it was over, packed his suitcase and 
left the Койсо Drive home. He still 
had a couple of hundred dollars of 
Lili’s spending money in his pocket. He 

alo kept the Jaguar. 
He moved into a rooming house near 
Vine Street and hung out his shingle: 
уиким schont OF DRAMA, 


h he left in bars. drugstores and 
supermarkets in the Hollywood Boule. 
Sard arcs. To the world that exis west 
of the Strip he disappeared as com 
pletely and as surely as if bed been 
Sent ло the salt mines of Siberia. But he 
survived the war year and even man 
aged to Mart a small savingy account 

He called it his annuity fund. 
Ouo Freund was never happier in 
life, His pupils respected and ad 
mired! him and there were always one 
ог two who were flattered that they 
could give “The Meister” something, 
tangible in return for his understanding, 
and inspiration, The Meister, in these 
specific cases. added another course to. 
bis curriculum. it was like the early 
days with Lili in Berlin before success 
amd glamor spoiled it all. That, at 
Teast. is the way Otto thought of the 
Berlin days now. He forgot the bore- 
dom and remembered only the gemit- 

lichkeit and passion. 

the end of the war, Otto Freund 
suddenly found himself out of business 
(continued on page 36) 
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O 
Peaches Page pictorial BY GRAHAM FISHER 


british burlycue enjoys an assist from the mailman 


оме eson merrie England is so merrie 
is that the English have considerable 
respect for one another's personal lives 
and don't meddle much in the 


altairs of their friends and neighbors, 


This admirable attitude even pene 
the country’s government offices, 
cluding, incredibly enough, her post of 
fice department. Unlike our own, which 
views itself as а sort of keeper of the 
public morals and critic of art and lit 
erature, the English postal department 
is apparently content with seeing to it 
that the mail is properly delivered 
through rain, sleet and all those other 


natural phenomena that try to stay its 


debonair laiserfaire laxity, а cermin 
burgeoning Briton named Peaches Page 
(a stripper at London's famed Wind- 
mill) is using the mails to titillate the 
males—via а sort of remotecontrol, 
mailorder striptease which she employs 
to promote interest in her act. Thus, if 
you were an Englishman, you might re- 
ceive a missive from Mis Peaches (say- 
ing. “I haven't seen much of you lately 
—have you seen much of me) in an 
envelope decorated with a photo of the 


lass decorously clothed. И you were 
moved to answer it, her next letter 
would bear on its envelope a rather 
barer photo of Miss P. Another postal 
giveandtake would discover her still 
more décolleté — and by the fourth epis 
tolary exchange she'd be as bare as а 
skinned banana. ‘The Englishmen in- 
volved seem to enjoy the missives, 
Peaches promotes her act and the British 
Post Offce couldn't care less. We hope 
nobody will think we are merely punning 
when we say they strike us as being re- 
markably broac 


What Britisher worth his pint of bitter wouldn't welcome о letter from such c charming miss? 


A 
Letter 
from 


Peaches 
Page 


On the final envelope, Peaches seems ready for a game of cricket, though somewhat out of uniform. 


a 


"Well, you might at least turn off your meter.” 


оме 10 YEARS Aco, when television 
was still just a gleam in David Sar. 
nulls eye, 1 predicted that there would 


опе day be a program called See It Now. 
Оп my imaginary show, a girl would 
slither out in front of the cameras and, 
ith maddening deliberation. re 

glove. "Tune in 

announcer would ery, 


off the other on 
later, alter the most 
in history, the gi 


Thirty-nine weeks 


ring striptease 
would be down to 
panty and bra and the show would have 
a rating of 11%. (The extra 12 would 
tome rom people who turned on two 


sets) "Well, that's all for this season, 
folks." the “announcer would scream. 
"Tune in again next fall when we retu 


for Pepio Visco" 
As Т say, that, prediction was made 
10 years ago and like a lot of predic 
tions about television it proved hope 
lesdy wrong. See It Now came along, all 
right, but it dealt with other matters — 
the farm problem, the Vice-Presidency. 
Senator McCarthy — and not with girls, 
addy not with sex. Lets 
face it: sex, one of the greatest selling 
forces in every other phase of show busi 
mess, has hardly made any dent at all in 
he first big star of television 
was Milton Berle (sex appeal). Another 
big star in those carly days was Ollie 
Dragon, a puppet, and still another was 
Gorgeous George who did a comedy act 
billed as wiesthng, 


artide BY JOHN CROSBY 


555 
cluded Jackie Clemen, Phil Silvers and 
George Gobel, and Ws sale to say that 
hardy any teenagers до 10 bed with 
their pictures under den pillows 
Among the females, the biggest smash 
das been Martha Raye, who bos i 
Че unde the pillow appeal ber, 

t may cone за а great sock to e 
man on the meet. o heer lat sx sp 
peal, a Highly marketable commodi 
the ren. e эше (һе burleque 
Henn ae made эз Ike ee in vele. 
vision tat ook amos ike deliberate 
poeta 

The big female stars in radio were 
ties ne Joso ан ана July Cann 
he Jud about аз noch ил appeal as a 
Mack еши cop. The big male dan 
were people йе Jack Benny, Fred Aen 
andl Charlie McCarthy, who made the 
girls hugh. not раш. Bar then, of 
бише, radio wax jut а voce and the 


bility 
girl And the boys. too, 
levision produced any Cary Grants for 
the girls and Marilyn Monroes for the 
boys Because it hasn't. 

Ш you're still dubious about this propo- 
sition, just riffle through ТУ Guide any 
week and wy ta ind an entertainer or a 
which will arouse either sexual 
міс yearnings in your breast, no 
matter which sex you belong 10. In 
the mornings, you'll find Garry Moore. a 


crewcutted, perennially youthful veteran 
who with bis gang dispenses jokes and 
parodies and slapstick (some of it very 
коой), Dave Garroway, who exudes 
weather and philosophy and a sort of 
boneless cham, and Arthur Godfrey, 
who def 


explanati 
the day, you'll encounter 
Arlene Francis and her staff, who will 
teach you how to cook, how to plant a 
garden, how to pl the 
Rockies, how to do everything except 
how to make love, Great hunks of day 
me air are given over to programs which 
are a combination of grief and greed. In 
these programs — Queen for à Day is the 
mom notable example — bediaggled 
housewives are swept to the stage where 

int their terrible troubles. The 
the 
loaded down with loot. 

I you can't stand grief or Godfrey, 
you have your choice of shows like 
Nancy's Kitchen, Art Linkletter's House 
Party (а sort of stunt show), or Bob 
Crosby (variety), OF programs frankly 
selling either romance or sex appeal (ex 
cept lor soap opera, which TH deal with 
later). youll find nothing at all except 
oll movies. ОГ course. there you'll be 
up to your necks in sex, but then we are 
not here concerned with the sweepings 
from other media but with what tele 
vision does an its own, 

Now as to nighttime ТҮ, you have 

(continued on puge 66) 


rible troubles is 


murder and mirth 
are solid staples, 

but sex got 

the hex from the 

start 
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LITTLE LAND OF THE BIG WHEEL 
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article BY JOHN SACK 


made in monaco: gambling, grace and the grimaldis 


Nonoy sreMs to have mentioned that 
His Most Serene Highness Rainier Ш, 
the Prince of Monaco, Duke of Valen- 
tinois, Marquis of Baux, Sire of Matig- 
non, Count of Thann, Baron of Buis 
Seigneur of Saint Rémy, etc. etc. and, 
of course, the husband of Miss Grace 
Patricia Kelly of Philadelphia, Pennsyl- 
vania, is the only absolute monarch in 
the western world. In this respect, he is 
comparable to the King ol Saudi Arabia, 
the Iman ol Yemen, the Kabaka of 
Buganda, the Dalai Lama of Tibet and. 
historically, to the Pharoah of Egypt, 
the ‘Tyrant of Athens, the Mikado of 
Japan, Ivan the Terrible, Nero and 
Nebuchadnezzar —an important consid- 
eration, I think, for any young lady of 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, who is mar- 
ried to the fellow, but a consideration 
the newspapers, at any rate, have curi 
ously let by, 

Rainier IH, as Prince of Monaco, has 
the unqualified power of life and death 
in his principality, and il, some drowsy 
afternoon, he steps outside ol his gray 


ғнотосвднну EN ARTHUR FALL. 


and-pink, parapeted palace and slices 
the heads off 10 or a doren bystanders, 
it couldn't be questioned that he acted 
within his rights, although, 1 suspect, 
а good deal of grousing would be beard 
afterwards In fact, Rainier may lawfully 
decapitate not only the 21.000 Mané 
gasques, his subjects, but, if they rile 
him sulficienaly, his wile and daughter 
too, be they Monégasque, American or 
whatyowwill. This disturbing fact was 
also overlooked by the newspapers and, 
ший recently, by Rainier himself; then, 
in 1954, it was recalled to him by Father 
Francis Tucker of Wilmington, Dela- 
ware, the court chaplain, who seems to 
ider it very funny. “Hmm,” mid 
Rainier, according to Father Tucker, 
and disappeared with a faraway look in 
his eyes, and shortly afterwards he mar. 
Tied Miss Kelly. His feelings at the 
time, 1 asume, were nothing but the 
highest: yet a marriage to an absolute 
monarch is not to be entered upon 
lightly. and Miss Kelly, 1 would hope, 
certainly has bethought bereit of the 


possibilities during this past year, 

For a century at least. the absolute 
monarchs of Monaco have not been hap- 
pily married. The parents, grandparents 
and great grandparents of Prince Rainier 
were divorced, one of them, Greatgrand- 
‘mother Mary, alter being tortured by 
Great-grandfather Albert I who, of 
course, was acting unquestionably within 
his rights. Greatgrandmother Mary es- 
caped to Taly, however, and, as she did 
so, kidnapped her son, Prince Louis П, 
and seeing how Rainier was kidnapped 
by his father, Prince Pierre, it ought to 
be recognized, I think, that many ter- 
rible things can happen in marriages to 
absolute monarchs which, by and large, 
do not happen among the peasantry, 
The sort of pitfall to be encountered in 
such unions was exemplified in 1757, 
ehen Miss Marie Catherine di Brignole- 
Sala was married to Honoré Ш, the 
then monarch. The marriage was volem- 
nized by proxy; then Miss di Brignole- 
Sala sailed into Monaco to meet her 
prince, exactly as Miss Kelly, 200 years 
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later, on the SS, Constitution sailed 
into Monaco to marry hers, Prince Hon- 
oré HI in 1757, being an absolute 
monarch, stood in Monaco and waited 
Tor Miss di Brignole-Sala, but Miss di 

ignoleSala. being, as she explained, 
ce of the Doge of Genoa who abo 
pretty absolute, stood on the ship 
and waited for Honoré: so there they 
stood, husband and wife. he on the 
shore, she on the ship. as twilight came 
to the quiet Mediterranean, In 1950, as 
the $5. Constitution laid by, Rainier, 
too, stood on a yacht and awaited Miss 
Kelly, She, fortunately, isn't the niece 
of the Doge of Genoa but of Mr, Walter 
Kelly, "The Virgin а vaude- 
Ville comic: nething so absolute in that 
of course, and Miss Kelly hurried from 
the SS. Constitution into the arms of 
Prince Rainier as tens of thousands 


еу attempted to kiss, 1 remember 
reading in the newspapers, but Oliver, 
her poodle, got in the way. Later, as the 
happy couple left on their honeymoon, 
Oliver, the poodle. got in the way again, 
and Prince Rainier said, according to 
the newspaper, “Give the dog to the 
captain,” and Miss Kelly did. Thus, an 
other pitfall of the marriage, Oliver, was 
narrowly averted — but is it the Jast. € 
pecially? What if. Miss Kelly, for exam- 
ple, has married an absolute monarch 
only to discover that hes an absolute 
nincompoop. too? Then, what? In 1660, 
Miss Charite Catherine de Gramont 
тап against this very predicament, and 
what she did, finally, was flee to an- 
other monarch, Louis XIV —a recourse 
which, of coure, is no longer available 
to Miss Kelly, By all reports, including. 
her own, Charloue Catherine de Gra- 
ment had been the Grace Patricia Kelly 
оС her century: "My teeth are dazzling,” 
she said, “and my lips are crimson. 
‘There is something very captivating in 
my smile.” By way of contrast, her hus- 
nd, Prince Louis 1 of Monaco, was 
chumsy and dreadfully obtuse; his 
ose was like "a trumpet.” his lips were 
blubber” and he walked "like a 
his legs far apart? On their 
‘wedding night, Louis walking like a 
porter and wearing a nightcap, went to 
the royal bedchamber with Miss de Gra 
wont, her maid in waiting, his valet, two 
Pages, and. burgeoning in the pages” 
anns, a portable sacristy of relics, rou 
ries, images. (тис and cough drops. 
Having put the sacristy om the night 
sent the domestics of, 
he dambered into bed with Mis de 
Gramont. She, certainly no virgin, was 
beginning to have second thoughts about 
the whole marri 
to make the 
candles out, 


“I don't know, monsieur." 


“Shall T call somebody to light them 
again?" Good grief, how stupid an а 
Fellow be? 

“That is not necessary, monsieur.” 

Here, however, 1 shall break of. de- 
spite the precedent of our historical nov- 
els and visit the newlyweds at seven the 
next morning. when we discover Louis 
in bed. asleep. and Miss de Gramont in 
the adjoining room. the maid's тоот, 
weeping hysterically. Anon, she returned. 
хо the bridal chamber and waited for 
Prince Louis to wake up. "Corbleu he 
said when be did. “so, madame, now 
re my wife: and make no mistake, 
it’s a great honor for you” Really, that 
was too much, and Miss de Gramont 
gave Louisa piece of her mind — a reck- 
les thing, for Louis, as absolute mon 
arch of Monaco, had an unquestionable 
right to decapitate her. Amiably, he 
didn’t, but Miss de Gramont was fore 
sighted enough to hurry to Versilles, 
the court of Louis XIV. “How I've 
laughed. and many others with mer she 
wrote, “the king amongst them!” — for 
Miss de Gramont did a book about it, 
which is how 1 found out. Prince Louis, 
she reminisces, got a list of her boy 
friends and hanged thera in еб, 
which, too. was unquestionably within 
rights, and “hall of the men here, 
at court, are decorating the highways of 
Monaco. Oh. how Ive hughcd At 
present. Miss Kelly has not yet written 
about her sexual life, but her mother, 
Mrs. Margaret Kelly, has— "My daugh- 
ter Grace, Her Life and Romances.” it 
was called and was serialized in many 
dozens of newspapers. It was an inaus 
picious idea, Mrs Kelly, and I certainty 
hope that none of your daughter's 
friends are hanged, in efigy or ether 
wise. 

Mis Kelly and Prince Rainier Ш had 
not been married yet, when I was v 


ing Monaco, nor, indeed. had he popped 
the question. His Most Serene Highness 
was sowing his wild oats, 1 learned. prin 
cipally at a hideaway on Сар Ferat 
and, an adamantine bachelor, was doing 


wouldn't be trying to п 
theless, the names of Marilyn Monroe. 
Gisele Pascal, Princess Margaret, Prin 
ces Alexandra and а certain Mis Jo 
Ann Stork of Champaign. Illinois Һай 
been advanced, and Miss Kelly herself 
‘was being advocated by Father Tucker, 
Art Buchwald and other infivential 
parties. l. comtemplaring break in 
the situation any day. prudently tied 
to discover just what sort of an absolute 
monarch this Rainier was and. accord: 
ingly, what sore of an existence his 
therctofore undetermined wife was in 
for. What 1 learned was heartening, in- 
deed. Rainier, for one. had never de- 
capitated anybody, nor had he tortured, 
Kidnapped or hanged anybody in the 


flesh — or in effigy: at worst. he had fired 
his secretary of state and exiled his sis- 
ter. Princess Antoinette, but both were 
enjoying the best of health, Further- 
morc. he certainly wasn’t a nincompoop, 
having been educated at Summerhelds 
and Stowe, in England: at Rosey, in 
Switzerland: and at Montpellier und 
Paris, in France. He knew English 
French, Italian and Spanish; he made 
a tidy $200,000 а year: he possessed a 
very presentable, gray-and-pink ра 
Monaco, a hideaway on Cap Ferrat, an 
aparanent in Paris, a squadron of royal 
yachts Deo Juvante П, Physalie IV 
amd Raiatea and no fewer than four 
automobiles, with license plates те 1 
me 2, me S and me 3 — factors, 1 decided, 
that are surely conducive to a happy 
marriage. Then, having learned all this 
about Rainier the monarch and wishing 
to learn about Rainier the man, I went, 
to the General Commi 
of Tourism and Information. There, М. 
Gabriele Olivier, the commissary, after 
ie affectionately, went to his 


‘envelope inscribed "prince 
given this to his secretary 
told her to acquaint me with its con 
tents, be himself withdrew. She, the 
secretary, began to translate the insides 
of the manila envelope. “Hees High- 
ness, ze Prince Rainier Ш, Prince ol 
Monaco.” she began. as I scribbled fu 
ончу. “ees 75 Kilos cen gravity and 
measures a meter 75. He ces roboost and 
. . ooh. de belle prestances” She threw 
ош ber arms expansively. 

"Good looking?" 1 said. 

“Oui, de belle prestance. Everybody 
‘sho has approached Hees Highness says 
He ces charming He ees um bon cama- 
mde" 

“A good fellow: 

"А good fellow." said the secretary, 
“He ers passionate for ze books nautical, 
for ze preemitives, and for ze moosi, 
for se horizons vast, ze silence, and for 
зе solitude of зе derpnes. Ze soul of 
Hees Most Serene Highness has ox 
pressed censet cen delicate and ap. 
teevating poems. Hees body veegorous 
has found a relaxation cendispensable 
cen sport, of wheech he encourages ze 
manifestations, He practices; 2e tenn 


“The shinaiving." 1 said. 
“Oui, зе submarine. Ze most pro 
found depth to wheech Hees Most 
Serene Highness has plunged ces 43 
meter He recalls heemeelf, een Sooner- 
fields, zat he was champion of ze boxing 
of ж category. Ze Prince Rainier of 
Monaco ces exempt of egoism; on re 
contrary, be has ze altruism and he 
heemsell has helped ze humans of whom 
suffering ees ze lot. Ze prince ees presi 
(continued on page 58) 


cartoonist silverstein takes a sentimental journey 


cicius sie, dene, the bril 
liant, bearded cartoonist whose work 
Sppears regularly in ruaynen, served 
most of а two year army hitch with the 
staff of the Pacific Stars and Stripes, 
bringing а bit of satirical sunlight into 
the dark days of the Korean occupation. 
The indigestion that followed Ше 
GIs bouts with army chow was alle 
мша] to some 
‘open the pages of 5 
stein mess sergeant adinonishing his 
been sneak 
And 


underlings wit 
ing тєш into the hamburgeri" 


every joe who ever received a dressing. 


down from the military police could 
chuckle sardonically over the drawing 
in which опе surly MP whispered to 
another, “Pst - . Merry Christmas!” 
Shel has confessed that the enthusiastic 
reception given his cartoons by fellow 
Gls was the second nicest experience of 
his life, The frst was being stationed 
in Japan. 

Sitting in Iront of his drawing board 
in our offices, Shel has often leaned 
back in his chair and reminisced about 
the Land of the Rising Sun. "In Japan, 
it's different,” he has said on more than 
опе occasion. never bothering 10 defne 


RETURN 


"By God, the Orient!" 


it. “You're weated like a very special 
fellow im Japan—especially by the 
women, The country really looks like 
those old Japanese prints. | love the 
place, 1 dove everything about it-the 
people, the culture, the way it looks, 
the way it sounds, the way it smells. Im 
going to go back some day." 

Shel Silverstein has done just that, 
as the fist stop in a trip around the 
world for vrvtoy. He took his sketch- 
book with him, at our suggestion, and 
we received these impresions ol a re 
visited Tokyo just а few days, before 
this sue went to pres. 


TO TOKYO 
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SILVERSTEIN continues 


"American girls don't understand me..." 2 


ESSERE fe 


Ai at] 


SILVERSTEIN | et 


"Tell me, Mr. Silverstein—is it true 
what they say about American women?" 


"Contrary to popular Western beliefs, 
the Geisha girl confines her enter- 
tainment to singing, dancing, playing 
& musical instrument..." 


a 


THE BIG GETAWAY what to take for summer take-offs 


attire by BLAKE RUTHERFORD 


At left: the glen plaid for going — o suit that gets you there locking just 
оз crisp and fresh os when you left. The jacket alone, coupled with a pair 
of dark slacks, fils in as an extra sports outfit. The suit is by Gordon of 
Philadelphia, in wrinkle-free docron and cotton, about $45. The coat by 
London Fog, about $30. The hat by Lee. Below: early starters, о natural 
combination for a great day in the morning — easy-going walk shorts with 
o rugged knit pull-over that con take you anywhere on your enchanted 
le. The dacron and cotton walk shorts are by Corbin, about $13.50. The 
brazen striped shirt by Dee Sportswear. The white cop by Elis. The mocca- 
sins by Toylor-Made. Right plenty of local color — a three-button blazer 
jacket that’s weightless for warmer climes, in good form anywhere. The 
jacket, by Palm Beach, about $35. The slock likewise lightweight, by 
Corbin, about $15. Both are done up in trovelwise dacron and cotton. 


race п, MAK, you've had it. How long 
has it been since you had a few days 
ой? Not just опе of those ow 
jumps or weekend flings, but a real 
honesttospa vacation, the full tre 
ment — travel agents doing 

lines hopping, railroads lum 


Everybody does around this time ol year 
when every joke is stale, every drink 


Mat, every crack a el id every job 
a treadmill, Don't just stand there, do 
Something. Mock your soul, sell dic 
the old home 

scad, con your grandmother, do any 
thing short of embezzlement, but get 
il this sounds like the Mephisto- 

Faust, 


vare prompting than a chance gl 
travel poster or quick look at a 
set you off. Reganille of 

ex. you've got to go, 
y say. getting there in half 
the fun. then what you wear counts for 
a large portion of the total Kicks, too. 
And it doesn’t matter where your ticket 
takes you: certain basics are right regard. 
less of geography. A gentleman wouldn't 
make a move without at least one full 
edged suit. We recommend a patterned 
one. A glen plaid, for ora 
nall check, or hairline stripe to travel 
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Above: for nonporeil night excursions — the single-breasted dork suit that no: 
ticeably shortens the distance between a gentleman and the best-looking miss 
in the room. The suit is a pin-striped midnight blue woven of dacron and wool, 
shape-retaining no matter how warm the going gets, by Norman Hilton, about $85. 


in and for general wear when you get colored linens, such as bright navy blue 
there, These should be in colors that or dark green, have an easy elegance 
take well to travel: medium grays, dark A silk jacket is а fine idea: it's prac 
naturals, khaki tones 


all recom tially а year-round item and theres 


mended. If you have room, two suits lots of news im the nubby weaves and 
might go along, one of which should bright colors, However, notwithstanding 
dehnitely be dark, An extra pair of the wide spectrum, the darker<olored 


slacks, preferably solid color to couple naturals still look Ьем. Wellcut walk 
with the suit jacket and with a separate ing shorts should also be included. cx 

ng a 
û might even 


sports jacket, adds up to maximum mile- cept. of course, if you're plan 
age from a mini 


» of pieces For jaunt to either pole. Y 


vacations we feel that jackets cun live want to consider an extra pair in one 
up a litte. especially in color. Indian of the deepioned stripes, say in dark 
iras look: blue and wine. Mate these with a couple 


oll-egister, о ors. amd the solid- of distinguished sports shirts; one, a 


knitted pullover and the other a long 
sleeved cotton, silk or mixture to take 
are of the pre prandial hours. For later 
оп in the day we submit the dark suit, 
d nominate blue as the color that 
mows down competition and swcep che 
of the quail into your camp. 
Brown is abo а good color to stack up 
with a sun tam, particularly the tones 
that take their cue from tobacco, Slightly 
the perfect choice for, say, а luncheon 
date or for all afternoon eng 
from a bullfight to а bistro. 
Two pairs of shoes are minimum: 


less formal than black, diese b 


regulation dress and moccasins or loaf 
er Hats are optional, but no man iv 


ally welldresed for semiormal oc 


casion without one, no matter how 
wann the weather, Small.brimmeid capo 
in cotton are excellent for sport or 
¢ space, your 
bench. These 


casual wear. Additional 


be guided by your Joy 
packing skills 
along with underwear, sacks, ties, sleep: 
ing fare and toilet articles should turn 
you out nicely for any social function 
less elaborate than a Hunt Ball, which 
is pretty rare at most retreats 

Anywhere or any way you go. irs 
much better 10 go light. Naturally the 
region that you choose to bless with your 
presence dictates the plot for packing, 
and if there's any doubt how t get the 
Stuff into the carpetbag, check page 50 
of this issue. And il you're wonder 
where t wander (see International 
Datebook, р. 14), you have 

ue the slighest i 
Irom Hobe Sound u 


y to indi 
y place 
Kong and 


1 
the wheels of tourism start to roll. Every 


country has a travel bureau. every chan 


perce has plans lor you 
every travel agent is n walkietalkie 
Rand McNally 

‘One final word of cautionary advice 
om us — seasoned travelers that ме 


are. We has to do with the fact that just 


as there are regional differences in idiom 


and scenery in various parts of the vaca 
tion world, so there are distinct modes 


ol drew. The man who shows u 


tuvede at Saturday night dinner in a 


iom to dine 
Му тїн as 
е guy who commits the opposite fox 


pass һу n 


joint where evening wear at dinner is 
de rigueur. There aren't many ol those 
miry that we know 
c lor sure Jocal custonis 


in сомшше. And local stores that know 
it So save space in your окар 
taking home vacation ume purchases 
take your cue on what to buy Irom the 
smart repeat customers you spot on your 


first day in the new locale. Oh, yes — one 


we funt 


PLAYBOY 


Master of the Revels 


“There was no sudden or dramatic rea- 
son for it particularly. except. perhaps 
that new methods, new techniques, new 
standards suddenly made him seem old- 
fashioned, schmaltzy and slightly ridicu- 
lous. Whatever the reason Oto sud- 
дену found himself down to one pupil. 
and a non paying, pupil, at that—mean- 
ing that even though she had no money, 
she paid her way, alter a fashion. Her 

пе was Helen Bradclif She was the 
daughter of a Pennsylvania mill hand 
She had entered her first beauty con- 
test at 16, By the fall of 1947 she had 
become a necessity to him, and he grew 
frantic when he noticed signs of rest 
lewnes. One night over a dinner of 
sauerbraten (Lil's recipe) and beer 
(domestic and cheap) they һай their 
first and last argument 

“Meister,” she said. 

“Yes, my беш?” 

“I want to go out dancing. To Ciro's 
or the Mocambo. I want to see some of 
the famous people you're always talking 
about.” 

In time, my dear." 

"That's what you always sy." 
"Helen. my беш. | have explained 
it all to you” 

Explain i 
Опо put down the glass of beer and 
talked in his most gentle, persuasive 

"You are not ready to be shown to 
Hollywood, my dear. We have worked 
very hard but our masterpiece is not 
yet ready to be unveiled. Te is as if 
Geranne were 10 hang an unfinished 
canvas at the Louvre. We will work 
harder and when we both feel you are 
ready you will explode on Hollywood 
ikea..." 

"Bomb. That's what PI be. A bomb." 
"You will be an aurora borealis” 
great big fat bomb. I'm sick of 
the smell of sauerbraten and cabbage 
Im sick of your always promising me 
Tw going to be a star, When, for god's 
sake? I'm sick of your always talking to 
me about the famous people you know 
and art going to introduce me to. 
When, for god's sake? ILI ever meet is 
the fat old slob of a landlady. All 1 
ever do is lie on my back while you 
paw me and tell ine how great Im go- 
ing to be. When, for god's sake? Meis 

ter! Meister, my ass!” 

‘There was silence in the room. Otto 
got up slowly and poured himself an- 
other glass of beer. When he returned 
to the table Helen didn't look at bin. 
He drank his beer slowly. 

“You want to go dancing?” he asked. 
“You want to go to might clubs? You 
want to meet famous people?” 

Is that so terrible?” 

“No,” he said. “No, It is not so ter- 


(continued from page 18) 


tible. But it is not enough. You sell 
yourself too cheaply. I ask only a little 
patience, a little faith, а little belief 
in me and 1 will make you a star. A 
great star. A star that can act. Not the 
hellytosers and the behind-wigglers 
they call sts now but a great star. 
Like Lili" 

Lili She docsn't tos her belly or 
ile her behind. 1 suppose?" 

“Now she docs. In the drek they call 
pictures now she does. In my picture, 
Frederick the Great, she was а stat. 
A real star. You should эсе that pic- 
ture, Miss Whole Milk. You should go 
to the Muscum of Modern Art in New 
York City and see that picture and 
learn what motion pictures can be. You 
should be humble and grateful that you 
have been chosen for the opportunity 
1 ofer you." 

"Opportunity for what? To let you 
paw me and tell me how it was in Ber- 
fin? What the hell do I care about 
Berlin? Or you? Or your lousy sauer- 
braten and your beer? You're too right 
Im selling myself cheap, for, saver- 
braten and beer and acting lessons. Act 
ing lessons, lor god's ske . . 7 

‘He touched her arm with his hand 
and talked quietly. 

“Helen, my dear. Helen, Liebchen, 
listen to me.” 

‘She pulled her arm away. 

“Listen to you? You phony. You 
teach acting like nobody ever invented 
talkies. “Show sadness... show tragedy 

+. feel pathos” Good god! You think 
1 stuck around because you're so good 

the acting d. и? Or any other 
department? 1 stuck around because you. 
were а meal ticket and 1 didn't know 
amy better. Now I know better. You 
disgusting fat, old man. You don't know 
how I used to laugh at you behind your 
back. God, you should know!" 

"Се out.” 

That was all he said. 

“Thanks for the invitation. Thanks a 
fot. Thanks a whole, fat lot. You bet 
ГЇЇ get out. You bet I will. You big. 
fat hasbeen." 

She slammed the door behind her 
and Otto sat at the table fingering his 
glass of beer 

He buried his head in his hands on 


he cried. "Hansi. Hansi. 

Hansi was the name of the great 
Dane. 

In the months that followed. Otto 
Freund continued to exist on the fringe 
of starvation. There was a succession 
of Helen Bradclifs. They started as 
pupils, became eses amd even- 
tually went olf into the larger, wider 
world of night clubs, dancing and fa- 
mous people Before they left I 


Freund put his stamp and his mark on 
them. They had come to him cager 
adolescents prepared to batter down 
the gates of Hollywood with their 
bodies Otto taught them selfresraint, 
gave them а vencer of sophistication, a 
smattering of culture and for the small 
pie be demanded turned tien lone 

ter equipped to market their basic 
commodity. Otto, in short, was a great 
teacher . . of everything but act 

‘One afternoon in the summer of 1948 
he was sitting in his room preparing 
his lunch. It was to consist of a can of 
vegetable soup, a knockwurst and a 
bottle of beer. There was a knock on 
his door, Otto looked at his watch. His 
next pupil wasn't due for an hour and 
a half, Tuned. he opened the door 
Standing on the threshold was Reed 
Herald. He was smoking a cigareue 
held in a long holder and it was poised 
in the corner of his mouth, jauntily 
pointed upward, He was wearing a 
shortrimmed hamburg and carrying а 
topcoat over his arn. 

“May 1 a 
tone of voice that someone had once 


Come in, 
Reed came in. He put the topcoat 
and the homburg on the table, carefully 
skirting ihe breakfast coflee cup and 
the wet sain on the oilcloth. 

“Haven't seen you in quite а while, 
Otte. Quite a while. How long has it 
been?" 

“Теп years Last time at Lilís house,” 

“That long ago? Of course, 1 have 
had many indirect contacts with you 
since then." 

"Indirect contact?" 

“Indirect. Personal but indirec 

Reed then named 12 girls who had 
formerly been pupils of Otto's 


“AIL of them. 
You know my reputation, Oto?" 
As an actor?" 

“Ко. Not as an actor, In the rather 
unlikely event that you are not an avid 
reader of the more lurid publicat 
ТШ give you a short briefin 

cs. Three paternity trials, Two in 
dictments for statutory rape. 1 am the 
butt of every dirty smokingcar story 
told by every pot-bellied traveling sale 
man in the country. In short, Otto, to 
ту fellow Americans of all ages 
sexes, Lam Mr. Hot Pants himself” 

“You have a gilt for selfanalysis,” 
‘sid Otto, wondering why he was being 
olere the personal history of Reed 
Herald, 

“Why not face up to it old fellow 
sid Reed. “Irs the truth, you know. 


Mr. Hot Pants I make no apologies 
lor it. That's the way it is. To tell you 
the truth I rather enjoy my reputati 


(continued on page 46) 


COMES THE DAWN 


the spring, clad all in gladness, doth laugh at winter's sadness 


DONT SELL зиокт the month of May. Just because Nelson Eddy and 


Jeanette MacDonald got so sticky about it with all that Springtime 


Lovetime Maytime corn is no reason to dismiss the whole bit. Things 
usually get cornball only because there's something good about them 
to begin with . . and May has much to recommend it. It's the time 
when even indoor men feel the tug of the wide open spaces and 
hearken to the call of the wild. There's nothing 


uche in packing a 
basket full of tasty viands. filling a thermos jug to the brim with Mar 
tinis, collaring a bright-eyed and obliging damozel, hopping into the 
heap and setting your sights on some sylvan glade. “Now is the month 
of maying.” h 
with his bonny lass, a-dancing on the grass.” It's а great idea, we th 

especially if the bonny lass is Dawn Richard, this month's Playmate. 


n the old madrigal, "when merry lads are playing 


Maytime Playmate Down Richard peers ot o jor of todpoles she hos cought in spring stream. 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


One ofthe executive secretaries had jus 
returned trom her honeymoon and wat 
ошар it with ihe gir at the ae 

you. husband тейит at 
ve little coworker wanted 


“How di 


Ап attractive young thing met her 
ee кыы 
d es are 
ee 
клу с a 
кее БЕ 
Bo 
a e a 
„ 
en 
en 
meus — 


"Му воћа mid the suce you 
steno, “says there are some things a gil 
Should not do before 20 S ТЕ 

“Mout mother ie right” sald the junior 
exec. "1 dont like a large audience 
either.” = 


The angry woman's voe made the 
hot ge ine, up a in 
room 1510: abe rante over the phones 
Pind E vant you to know there ir mas 
walking around in his room sero the 
‘ay wäh not one sich of cote on. 
And his shades are up and гуа ce 
Ing way to тип a bo" 

STi ben the оше decine up ig 
soy stad the ager милы er, 
and motioned for hs min of the lav 


to ot upstairs and see what the hasle 

“The detective entered the woman's 
room, peered across the way, and said, 
"You're right, madam, the gentleman 
hasn't any clothes on, but his window sil 
covers him from the waist down no mat- 


"Stand on. 


Friend Bob Willo finally took his 
555 
When he returned, after a two months 
LEE NN 

“Wonderful,” he sighed, "especially 
parit Му only regret fe that 1 couldnt 
have made the trip 20 years ago.” 

“When Paris was really Paris, ch?" we 
said. 

"No," said Bob, a little sadly. “When 
Willoughby was really Willoughby.” 


Verily, a man never knows whether he 
Ines bathing, tenues шый Бе Bas 
W 


Were just received this bit from a 
‘usally reliable source concerning a cer 
2S senator 89705 it e had ee 

recently for a Committee Hear- 
Ing and wanted to take a female ac 
quäintance along. 

"D have senatorial immunity," he as- 
sured her, "so you needn't be afraid of 
the Mann Аа. 

“Afraid of iU" she giggled, "Why, 
Senator, 1 just adore й 


А songwriter friend of ours, the same 
ay VES mercat who comes up vit 
all those hits, has turned out 
Mother aey one: e To Ria Her 
in the Lips but Frs all Over Now. 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, rıavnov, 
232 E. Ohio St, Chicago 11, Ill, and 
tarn an easy five dollar for each joke 
used. In case of duplicates, payment goes 
to first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


Let me finish, will you!" 


"Take it or lea. 


PLAYBOY 


Master of the Revels | (continued from page 36) 


It puts a man on bis mettle, 1 might 
ing up to a reputation like 


plain myself to you.” 

"Why should you want to do that? 
Why should any man feel the necessity 
of explaining himself to another man, 
particularly in this case, when we are 
so slightly acquainted" 

“You'll sce why. May 1 explain?" 
"Please." 

Reed Herald put the cigarette holder 
оп the edge of the table. The smoke 
from the cigarette itself curled upward 
and made Otto's eyes water. He was 
afraid tn move out of its path without 
embarrassing, Reed, who was grasping 


"in every man,” эд Reed, looking 

wo One's watering eyes, 
“there is some overpowering drive. In 
some it is ambition, Some men go on 
safari to Kill an elephant. Some spend 
their lifetimes in cold garrets smearing 
paints on canvases. Some build bridges 
ог work out an intricate formula that 
tums into a bomb, Some search for God 
ог a meaning to life. I chase girls 
‘Twenty minutes after an exceptionally 
beautiful girl steps off a plane or а 
train in Hollywood I know about it. 
My salivary glands react. The scent of 
the hunt is in my nostrils Im off. Сап 
you understand that?” 

7D think so." 

"Good. Because if you can't there is 
mo use my going on with this rather 
fascinating sclfanalysis The truth is, 
‘Otto, that everything else is secondary 
to that. My carcer as an actor is just a 
means to an end... а beautiful, 
rounded, wellshaped end. It provides 
me with the money. the time and the 
reputation to pursue my . . . what would 
you call it. . hobby, avoration . 
consuming. interest? When I was 16, 
Otto, I suddenly realised a great truth. 
1 realized that by the mere process of 
staying alive for 16 years and allowing 
certain inevitable chemical changes to 
take place in my body, I had come into 
a great inheritance. All the girls in the 
world were mine for the taking. Not 
some of them, Otto, Not my fair share 
of them. All of them, That's the carrot 
that has been in front of my nose all 
these years. All of them. And the world 
is full of girls АП kinds I became 
something of a specialist. 1 realized early 
that а life span being what it is, it 
would be physically impossible for me 
to make love to every woman in the 
world. It was a wonderful thought, but 
too ambitious, so I became a specialist. 
1 would have only the most beautiful, 
only the most spectacular, Does that 
make any sense to you, Otto?” 


"You have done very well, Reed. Or 
жю have heard.” 

Reed picked up the cigarette holder, 
flicked the ash into the coffee cup and 
put it back in his mouth. 

"Yes, I have,” he said. “L have done 
very well. But it has not been without 
its obstacles and its disappointments 
Its hazards That's why I'm here, Otto.” 

"1 do not understand, Reed.” 

“1 find E waste a great deal of my 
time, Otto, molding the girls changing 
them, battling their midwestern middie- 
das morality, their waitres’ manners. 
1n short, polishing the diamond in the 
Tough. 1 am interested, my dear Otto, 
only in the polished gem. The process 
of refining. modifying, polishing bores 
we, Frequently 1 am even forced to 
admit defeat.” 

“Defeat?” 

"Yes, defeat. Ме. Defeat. A little over 
a year ago, I met a very attractive young 
lady at a party. She delighted me. She 
had poise, manners, beauty and when 
ме finally got down to what is, in real 
йу, the basic relationship between а 
man and a woman, 1 discovered rare re- 
finement, a certain taste, a certain high 
gloss and finish that 1 found irresistible. 
1 discovered that she had been a pupil 
fof yours. Pupil is, 1 think, the right 
word?" 

“Yes” said Опо. "Pupil is the right 
word.” 

“Then,” continued Reed Herald, "I 
met another young lady who had been 
a pupil of yours. And another. And 
another. In each case 1 was amazed and 
gratified. They were all, like the first 
опе, ladies of rare quality. You became 
a kind of hallmark, Otto. If a young 
lady told me that she had been a pupil 
of yours I could relax and court her 
with попе of the normal apprehension 
C 

nent. You began to interest me. 
We had met only casually in the past 
but 1 had you investigated.” 

“Investigated?” 

‘The word sent an odd, remembered 
chill down Otto Freund's back. 

“Investigated?” he repeated. 

dixovered . . . you'll forgive me, 
Otto ... but 1 discovered you were 
always on the brink of starvation.” 

“Twas never able to get enough 
money together for an annuity.” 

"You were barely able t0 supply 
younelf with canned soup, saucrbrate 
Anockwurst and beer. I discovered, 
short, a genius starving in an attic. i 
nored by the world, completely unap- 
preciated by the rabble. 1 felt it was a 
great injustice, so 1 am here to do 
something about it" 

“Do something about it?” 

“Precisely. Artists have had patrons 
back through recorded history. 1, my 


dear Otto, am about to become your 
patron. You will continue as you have, 
‘with some minor but rather importa 
differences. First of all, we'll move yo 
‘out of here.” 

"Move me out of here?” 

Опо found himself repeating things 
Herald said to him and putting a ques 
tion mark at the end of the sentence: 

"This isn’t quite the setting we want 
for our school 1 think a nice stucco 
building on the Strip or on the edge of 
Beverly Hills would be more appro- 

"1 can't afford anything like that, 
Reed. You said you 
You know 1 don't 
anything like that, As a matter of (act, 
Tm a month in arrears on my rent 
here.” 
fou let me worry about that, Ouo. 
Dont people who are loaded give 
money to their Alma Mater? I'm always 
reading about some stockbroker hand- 
ing over a couple of hundred thousand 
to Yale or Harvard. And what do they 
кой A lousy gymnasium named after 
them. In my case my reward will be 
much more tangible. Just consider your 
new location part of the Reed Herald 
Endowment Fund. You will also find 
a sharp upturn in registration. You will 
be flooded with new pupils 1 will, of 
course, pay their tuition.” 

Reed got up and walked over to the 
closet in the hall. Hanging in it were 
the two English suits. 

“This your only coset?” 

9 

"Your only suits?” 

“Му only extra suits" 

“I will also open a charge account 
for you at several of the better men's 
shops on the Miracle Mile, I think I 
can trust your discretion to use a cer- 
tain restraint im your purchases. The 
Jaguar is yours" 

"Lili gave it to me; 
stretching the truth a little, 

“Fine, ls vintage gives you a certain 


said Ош, 


lationship 
Hollywood. 1 will get you credit cards 


ith the wider community of 


for gas and oil and they will be charged 
to me. 1 will also underwrite Jou at 
Chaser's, Scandia, La Rue and Roman- 
offs, Well?” 

“What can 1 say? I'm overwhelme 
sid Otto. 

“You needn't be, old fellow. Its all 
tax deductible, you know. It shall cost 
me very little, actually, and it will prob 
ably turn out to be the best investment 
I ever made," 

“Please,” said Otto, "I am a German, 
1 have an orderly, Teutonic mind. Let 
me sce if 1 understand it all properly.” 

“OL course.” said Reed. "OL course. 
Clarify it in your own mind, by all 


(continued on page 52) 


THE NOT NICE GUY 


не rouno that it was no longer neces 
sary to be a пісе guy. 

He had always been sweet, a soft 
speaker, a considerer of the feelings of 
others. He discovered the value of mild 
brutality quite by accident after 
strong session with Saralee Sanders, a 
garmentcenter model with exception- 
ally primitive tastes — Dylan Thomas, 
Chanel No. 5, carly Sibelius and re- 
vivals of King Kong. Besides these curi- 
‘ous addictions, Saralee was rich in 
Mesh, as most models are not; her alter- 
dinner vitamin pill went down without 


y 
| 
n 
W 
k 


“Promise to call me when you're not too busy 


making a visible traveling lump in her 
gullet: but of course she modeled for 
bau al en blouse buyers, not photog- 
raphers. She had the sort of pert and 
uplifted face (юар and water, very 
lide makeup) neat and unstrapped 
body (healthy muscles, no foam rub- 
ber), that could sadden a man when 
did nothing but discuss the early poetry 
of the late Dylan Thomas. Bud Streeter 
was well saddened. He found the 
strength in his sadness for a fal Пон. 
“Yes, yes, that would be lovely." she 
said to the invitation for a drink in his 


she pleaded. 


fiction BY HERBERT GOLD 


newly airconditioned apartment. 


^T love it she cried. "To see what 
of prints you have on your wall. 
Your record collection, Your clothes 
hanging in the closet. These things are 
so expresive of personality, don't you 
think? To really know a man. To un 
derstand 

It was so easy that he breathed like 
а heavily dehibernating springtime bear 
in the taxicab, 

^I want to try one of your vitamin 
pills" she added. “You have such nice 


weary and bored with love—that was the key 


s 


PLAYBOY 


48 


ink checks all at once. How come? 1 
enjoy keeping my health, be ite a 
girl's fortune — that and her mind. But 


days You know this modern 
world of today, don't you? What was it 
т. S. Eliot said in that off-Broadway 
lop? 1 prefer vitamin combinations 
with minerals and trace elements added, 
don’t your" 

He didn't even have to persuade her. 
айу she took his hand as they rode up. 
the elevator, She was as excited as if 
they were going to a double feature at 
the Museum of Modern Art, a Lon 
Chaney and a Bela Lugosi. Her damp. 
Hale mouth came open with delight at 
the apartment, vo artistic and tasteful 

just what a girl respects deep dows 

especially if she’s a girl wit 
education and ideals before she started 
modeling for those terrible lewd cigar 
smoking men down in the garment dis 
trict. 


poor sweet child,” Bud 

with all the sympathy of 

heart. “Scotch or bourbon?" 
Scotch, no mix." she replied. "Of 

course, 1 do dearly love the smell of 

cigar smoke, It's so male. What T mean, 

masculine. 

Nice Bud Streeter went to the liquor 
cabinet with that strange male sense of 

ner peace built on wobbly inner tur- 
moil: Will D Won't Iè E willl T will! He 
аа 

се that puseth understanding, as 
Dylan “Thomas might well have pic 
He filled the glasses above the ice. He 
put on enough 19h Century romantic 
music do ruin four average girls, and 
Saralee did not seem to be average. She 
seemed well above the average in all the 
delightful ways Her sweater and ber 
conversation, both highly active. seemed 
tw be sying. Y like things, I do! Yes, for 
ven. 

“No, no, bat 1 mean no; 
is couch to what followed. 
used and disconcerted, he gently 

1 again. Me was still, after all, a 
ice guy who would never frighten a 


she said on 


ari 


Nol" she said. 
"No what?" he asked, as if he were 
ally curious, Men му all sorts of 
stupid things. More than an hour had 
passed. Harold was still in Italy (that's 
а tone poem), Bud was flushed and 

ing, Saralee was firm and readysto- 
run, perched with strongly arched back 
оп the edge of the couch. You know 
how little things will bother a chap at a 
time like chat? Well, Bud didn't really 
like Berlioz, only it is said to be the sort 
of music that makes a girl want to let a 
man run barefoot over her; but if be 
was not going to remove his shoes and. 
drop his socks, he would rather hare 
played Bach, 


“Just stop it now! You're too rice to 
do that, Bud Streeter!” she cried. 

“Just try, you'll like it, too.” be said 
mildly. 

"Maybe 1 would” said Saralce, “but 
if you don't мор ГІ give you a kick 
where you wouldn't like to receive it.” 

Bud fell into a pensive mood. He 
straightened his shirt and tightened his 
ie. “You're right, 1 wouldn't 
be kicked there. We men are a 

And so he put another stack of rec 
ords on the hif and some froh ice 
in their glasses and sat beside her on 
the couch — beside this highbosomed, 

ighgaring. highwilled, highteasing 
young lady and they talked about 
poctry and politics. Poor Bod! He 
played Bach. He diluted their drinks 
with soda, why под And all they did 
about the Republican Party and Dylan 
Thomas was hold hands. That isn't very 
much for Lincoln, Hoover and A 
Child's Christmas in Wales 

It often turned out that sid and con- 
versational way for Bud Strecter. People 
found him exceptionally Nkable, very 
pice, even girls among these people. 
They enjoyed his company. Pretty girls, 
clever girls, stacked girls. Some ol 
fell mildly in love with him and one 
had almost married him once. He was 
so secet. He had money, talents, charm, 
а friendly mug. He was such a nice guy. 
Instead, the girl had found hemelf a 
Aight instructor who did not drink or 
smoke but liked to stay quietly at bome 
in his slippers. making anonymous tele- 
phone calls to women whose babies had 
been kidnapped. Not really very nice at 
all, and he also had varicose veins, but 
then that girl was really more peculiar 
than most 

Tor Bud, on the other hand, whose 
Grculatory system was excellent, who 
didnt squeeze cats ший their eyes 
popped out, who never even once shot 
BB. pellets through old ladies windows 
just for Laughs, who was ever kind, co 
siderate and giving to the Community 
Chest girls chests did not heave nor 
their ejes pop out mor their hearts 
һем, beat, beat with the throbbing 
rhythm of Chloe. He usually went home 
humming some mournful tunc, Liber 
ийите, the Valse Triste, or Open Up 
the Doghouse Мата a Cat Is Coming 
Jn. Something always tumed wrong. 
Poor nice Bud got thrown for à lots, 
financial, biological and psychological. 
just like with Saralee at the beginning 
of that evening. 

‘She looked at him with her huge bril- 
liant eyes gleaming. “You're so intel 
tigen” she said. "You know so much 
about everything. Do tell me. Oh life 
is full of mysteries, books I never read. 
So tell me, Bud." 

For some men this might have semed 


a promising beginning, but Bud sus 
pected his fate. She felt like talking, she 
wanted to talk, she hoped to hear Bud's 
opinion about things— not just a hul- 
labaloo of sighs, groans and repeti 
tious Mining by a likable fellow. Why 
пос improve a girl's education instead? 
After all, the animal in a girl—well, 
who knows if it really exists? 

There was the whole sid problem. 
That was the black doubt in his soul, 
Foil de sneaky: hotfont which Ше had 
put in his shoe. Nice Bud Streeter coi 
mot convince a girl that there reall 
an animal in her, too a purring, cil 
ing, arching, shivering, grateful beast 
He war so sweet, At том, he was m 
а nice ınan to contemplate being in 
love with, and that is never enough. 

Ic was this lack in Bud that enabled 
women to take him over so easily. He 
needed a dash of caddishnew, а soup- 
ҳоп of bestiality, a pinch and squiggle 
of common ordinary indecency. Nat 
ually, being а healthy, highspirited 
lad. he had tried, but girls sensed the 
dishonesty in his efforts to be а boun: 
der. and all he usually got was slapped 
for his trouble, ft isn't easy. You can't 
fake a thing like that: its character, 
deep down character, that old genuine 
meanness that a fellow has to have. Bud 
understood it himself, and as he talked 
with Saralce he somberly judged 
late. “Tragical Dylan Thomas, he 
shouldn't have drunk those last 2000 
shots,” he was saying, bur he 


was thinking: Dizzy. Thats it, dizzy. 
She likes me, but | don't make her 
dizy. Even poor fat Dylan, nothing 


but a poet. and a poet with dandrull, 
and a dead pocı besides — he makes her. 
diay. 

And man, Bud was discouraged. 

“What's the matter, Buddy-boy? 
alee tenderly inquired. 

iothing. nothing." he 
linde tired, 1 guess, Bushed. I better 
take you home.” 

“But its so сау” she protested, * 
do so much enjoy talking with you: 

With an unusual exisperstion 
weariness, Bud insisted, “Tm tired, 
going to take you home, TU call you 
again." 

Saralee’s eyes widened in blue amit, 
There were acres of suspicious summer 
sky color in her lovely blue eyes, sur 
rounded by yards of jealous white and 

og, fringes of wondering lashes. 
(s early. But it's so early, its 
шце bit late. But do you 


Another girl to see tonight? she was 
thinking. She did not dare му the 

thought aloud 
"But, but, but,” said Bud. "But please 
forgive me, Saralee, I have an impor- 
tant client coming in tomorrow. He 
(continued on page 70) 
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THE KNACK OF PACKING 


what lo pul where and how to get it there in first-class shape 


TWO-SUITER 


STEP 1: remove hangers, place trou- 
зег in alternote directions with legs 
projecting over edge of Iwo-suiter 
Lay in jackets on hangers, smooth out 
carefully; then put in divider boord. 


Окута Martin by pac 


mg «шту: The puyol 


ive in prowing dy but hope of th 
low obe and с v pater oller, Here theyll 
plane ш ihn de 

a bay and make а 


matter of what ter put 

it properly pains of 
Fint, lay aut your clothe «ith the front 
that everything is free from wrinkles. hinges. [n this 
M they are full of creases when you hang over 

put them in that’s exactly the way they'll posite dire 


fame ош. As miraculous as 


тм. Pia 


and won't ide 


STEP 2: fold trousers carefully over 
divider board, then fold jackets over 
s, battled refresh- 
heavy gear near 


hinges, Place shi 
bag; fill conter space wi 
socks, T-shirts, undershorts, rolled 
neckties ond belts, handkerchiefs 
‘and other necessary poraphernalia, 


toilet kit, 


sretully. wwe 
r can be used to cambio the fold 


г 
and the jacken are 
locking the gu 


users are then folded aver the jackets 


te together in a ir 


t allows for little sipping 


(Scotch Tape all houle tops 


vent leakage), underwear. han 
socka, ete. on top of the pi 
be hung on elastic ribhe 


ually part ol the м, 
quipment. If 
provided, 

Even if mo thes weigh 


PULLMAN CASE 


STEP 1: (to the right) insert shoes and 
all weightier items next to the hinges 
of the pullman bag to prevent slip- 
ping; shirts, socks, toilet kit, slippers, 
rolled neckties and belts are to be 
placed in the positions indicated, 


STEP 2: lay trousers and jackets over 
these items following same proce- 
dure as in the two-sviter, Because 
no hangers or dividing board are 


used, be sure lo cushion folds with STEP 3: fold trousers over jackets, 
tissue paper. Put pajomas, under- then jackets over trousers, employing 
shorts, T-shirts, ete, in pocket of lid. issue paper wherever it js needed. 


Teutheeweighit duw 


Heres the rundown of ng Фата de 4 

longer vacation including what you pair lack E ii 8 
and what ‘you pack. For short b еа 

the pullman case wks out itt hirt and terproof utility At. 


for longer treks, the twoauiter d J 8 a 


PLAYBOY 


Master of the Revels 


“You are going to do all those things 
me. In return. I do what?" 

"Continue with your school. just as 
you always have. Teach your pupils 
what you have always taught them. 
Really, Otto, the debt is on my side. 
You will be taking a terrible burden 
ӨН my shoulders, You understand my 
needs, my requirements, my standards. 
When you consider that one of your 
pupils is ready for me, we arrange а 
quiet Пиде lunch somewhere and 1 take 
it from there, 1 take it from there, se 
cure in the knowledge that 1 have my 
diamond, polished, refined and ready 
to be worn. 1 know that the young lady 
will not embarrass. me with some social 
blunder and will be ready to take her 
temporary but proper place in тау life. 
It really seduces my risk considerably. 
You will weed out the rejects You will 
be my laboratory. my testing grounds, 
my finishing school. You will be my tal 
‘ent scout too, Otto. There may be one 
ог two young ladies who might escape. 
even my watchful eye. I shall expect a 
Tittle dividend from you every once in 
a while in the form of a find of your 
own. 1 think that makes the whole 
situation very clear, doesn’t it" 


lo 


Reed Herald smiled. He tilted the 
vette holder up and for a moment 
his well-publicized eyelashes were in 
danger. He blew a huge cloud of smoke 
in Otto Freund's face. It was some 
thing he'd learned in one of his most 
succesful pictures, the one in which he 
отиу refused to wear the blind- 
fold and contemptuously blew а cloud 
of smoke in the face of the leader of 
the fring squad. 
suid Reed, rolling the word 

around in his mouth like good brandy. 
“Pimp. Procurer, Maguerenu. Take 
your pick, Otto. Or would you prefer 
“Teacher? Or Herr Professor? Or Meis 
ter?” 
sa strange pro] 
Isn't it a strange proposi 

“This is a strange town. I'm a strange 
nan. Does the word pimp really bother 
you, Ошо?” 
A Title, Yes, It bothers me a litle." 
iten, What do they call that guy 
at the rodeo who takes the broncos that 
are wild and snorting around pawi 
up dirt, who takes them and tames them 

mid makes them docile and gentle?” 

“L don't know. 

"Wrangler. That’s it. Wrangler. You'll 
be my wrangler, Otto. Is that a better 
word?” 

А word й a word. It is a better one 
It is the sume thing but it is a better 
word. 

"Good. IF it still bothers you I' get 


Reed. 


(continued from page 46) 


my writers to come up with some others. 
Come on, Опо. Put down the knock 
wurst. Kiss this depresing pad goodbye. 
Get back to the butterfly steaks, the 
Cherries Jubilee and the kitsch.” 

“You would not interfere with my 


wre what you teach 
beadstringing and 
crossword puzles if you want to. TI 
vell you what che ГЇЇ do for you, Оно. 
Tm a man with a onetrack mind. If, 
god forbid, one of them should turn 
out to be a Sarah Bernhardt or a Louise 
Fazenda, she’s all yours You can be 
her manager, agent or anything else you 
want to be. 1 told yo 


“One more condition, Reed.” 


“Wha” 

“You are never to set foot 
school” 

“Afraid Ti 
Agreed. 1 shall never set one 
grain moccasin inside the school. 

“And nobody knows about our ar- 
Fangements. Nobody knows about the 
charge accounts and the payıneuts” 

"TU bave my lawyer set up 2 draw- 
ing account for you - - а trux fund. 
that he will administer to pay the bills. 
My name won't appear on anything ex. 
cept my tax return.” 

‘Otto stood looking at Reed. He was 
letting the proposition and his reaction. 
to it run around his head. He kept 
feeling there must be a catch to it some- 
where. There must be some other ax 
surance he should ask for 

“How do | know,” he asked, “that 
you won't get bored with the whole 
thing iu a couple of weeks? Where 
would 1 be then? 

“Ouo,” wid Reed quietly. “That's 
the chance you take. Just don't confuse. 
my two carcers. I may walk out on a 
picture, disappear on location or turn 
up on а set four hours late but if there's 
fone thing Fm consistent about, it's 
women’ 

They shook hands solemnly and be 
came partners 

“The next lew weeks were bwy ones 
for Ouo Freund. Within three days 
after Reed's luncheon visit, the papers 
were signed and the charge accounts 
validated. No bride shopping for a 
trouscau was as particular about pur 
chases as Otto Freund. He felt material, 
argued price and mother henned alter 
ations. He spent one whole afternoon 
in а haberdashery shop. He continued 
cooking his own lunches out of cans 
and didn’t open any of the boxes that 
were delivered to the rooming house 
olî Vine Street. They were part of his 


new life and he put them in a kind of 
mental storage until he moved into his 
new studio, That was the easiest part of 
the transition, Reed Herald owned sev 
eral buildings just off the Strip and he 
personally drove Otto Freund over to 
inspect several of them, They found one 
building that was just right, in Ouo's 

ind, anyway. It had a stability and a 
permanency that appealed to him, The 
day after they decided on the bar 
tardized Tudor building, the carpenters 
moved in to tear it apart and rebuild 
it. Two weeks after they shook hands in 
Ono Freund's kiuhen, a gold децата 
sign reading: un. отто KUND моо. 
ок AMA was fastened to the front of 
the building 

The school was 
Reed Herald kept 
filled. "The first y 
got studio contracts and Он 
agent, collected 10% of their salary 
checks. Non-Herald students enrolled. 

But Опо stil felt insecure, He lived 
with the constant thought 
oor later Reed Herald would tire of the 
arrangement. But, pushing the insecurity 
into the back of his head, he enjoyed 
himself. 

He went to the fights every Thurs 
and Saturday night at the Olympic and 
the Legion. He was the hast at a regu- 
lar Friday eyening pinochle session and 
was in his box at the Hollywood Bowl 
every time the program included Wag- 
ner, Brahms or Beethoven. As an agent, 
he had 22 working clients He was never 
seen in public twice with the ame tic 
or woman, He had deals with some of 
the other Hot Bloods of Hollywood, 
Girls not quite up to the Reed Herald 
standard were marketable elsewhere. The 
money was rolling in. 

The Jaguar got a Cadillac for ¢ 
pony in the garage. 

The swimming pool in the back of his 
new house on Palm Drive got a heating 
unit But with all the money, all th 
comniwions, the steady supply of girls 
secking fame and fortune that made 
On's career. self-perpetuating he felt 
that, somehow, he should have been 
able to hold onto more of it, "I should 
put something aside in an annuity,” he 
said 

He went out to sec Reed Herald on. 
the set of his picture 

“Please understand me, 
German. 1 have an orderly mind. 1 like 
to know where Т stand, 1 want a con 
tract with you. I need that feeling of 
security.” 

Reed smiled and said " 
the worst thing that could 
either of us. It’s the very uncertainty 
of your position that makes you most 
anxious to please me. You enjoy the 
good meals and the regular income but 

(continued from роде 72) 


п inmediate success 


azine. And today it is po half smile, or 


ofa hip) 


тр 
a м ов know they are giggling at 
printed page and the Ziegfek sical at a hamburger sta themselves and at anjlx inks 


in the Mesh. We adored them both but show if you have the price of the ham- they are really haughty. The breathing, 
we never, in our wildest dreams, hoped burger. And if you haven't, she may bouncing beauties picked for the Lit 
for either, The chance of any ordinary buy you one Abner musical are, 1 think, the prettiest 
voded American male meeting, The girls I draw for Ll Abner and girls ever gathered for any Broadway 

a living Ziegfeld show, but unlike the Ziegfeld Girl, there 

is nothing hopelesly untealizable about 

them. They look a lot like the cute, 


the beauty you've just ad 


ote as his 
al Gibson 

ideal 
of beauty in the early nineteen hundreds Girls and Ziegfeld Gir 
was an incredible, haughty, totally un- 


quede rel ee 


have been multiplied several dozen 
times. The new, wonderful, breathless 
quality about today’s pretty girl in the 
never never lands of маре 

is that she could be an 
around you, really ist 


a truly haughty 


or comic page 
if you look 


they're broadway's most beautiful and the most fun, too 


LI'L ABNER'S GALS 


pictorial BY AL CAPP 
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DAISY MAE 
ires! flower of Dogpotch, played 
by Edith Adams in ever-lovin’ polka-dot 
blouse and sowbottomed skirt, choses 
Lil Abner (Peter Palmer) throughout the 
show and finally lands him in wild Sadie 
Hawkins Day climax. In oddition to thi 
local yokel boy-girl business, govern- 
ment brass, looking for the most miser- 
‘able hunk of real estate in the country 
for A-Bomb tests, naturally decides on 
Dogpatch ond orders the turnip 
chompin’ citizens to pack up. Abner 
skedaddles to Washington ond bung 
his way through red tape, red dresses, 
nefarious schemes by General Bull- 
moose ("What's good for General Bull- 
moose is good for the country”), before 
saving the day. Drawings of Lil Abner's 
most appetizing gals were done espe- 
cially for PLAYBOY by cartoonist Copp. 


MOONBEAM McSWINE 


Cunilinear Moonbeam, ployed 
with appropriate messy hair and 
smudgy thighs by Carmen Al 
vorez, tolks товіу to howgs. 
But on Sadie Hawkins Doy, she 
drops her pork friends ond joins 
the rest of Lil Abrer's gols in o 
fost and furious ballet thot is the 
high point of the fun. Arrows, 
clubs, beer rep,  whammi 
mommies and shotguns enable 
each delectable Dogpaich dam- 
sel to bring home another sort 
of bocon — namely, с mon. 


ih 


APPASSIONATA 
VAN CLIMAX 

Ployed bright-eyed and 
brassy by Tina Louise, Miss 
van Climax does her bulging, 
big city best to beguile Ab- 
ner. Typical sixfoot-three, 
red-blooded, one hundred 
percent American boy thet he 
is, LiT Abner is having none of 
it ond he turns unflinchingly 
toward the task of rescuing 
his beloved Dogpatch. 


STUPEFYIN’ JONES 


Joy-jointed Julie Newmer, 
whose damp, devilish lips ut- 
ter not one word of dialogue 
during the show, ploys the 
booby trap who struts, wriggles 
ond, with the fick of а hip, 
actually. stupefies ony mole. 


PLAYBOY 


BIG WHEEL 


dent of зе Crow Red Monégasque and 
he ces wecty. seemple, gay and amiable.” 

“Amiable. 

“Oui. 

‘Thus reassured, 1 closed my investi 
gation into Prince Rainier and. after 
several more days in his principality. I 
continued eastward, and 1 was in Punial, 
a kind of principality in the Himalayas, 
when I learned that he and Miss Grace 
Patricia Kelly of Philadelphia, Penne, 


ante. had been married. One thousand. 


six hundred journalists were at the 
affair, and, as 1 was at Punial, I didn't 
have anything particularly to add, ex- 
cept ту very best wishes, in which the 
Rah of Ponial, an absolute monarch 
himself, joined me. According to the 
New York Times, Miss Kelly, at the 
wedding ceremony looked at the prince 
"distramghtly;" and considering the før- 

x ol such of her predecesors as 
Miss Charlotte Catherine de Gramont, 
Miss Marie Catherine dí Brignole-Sala 
and Miss Mary Victoria Douglas Hami 
ton her Greatgrandmotherin 
law Mary —1 think we can understand 
why. However, 1 also think an absolute 
monarch of Rainier’s kidney са, insofar 
as any absolute monarch can. provide a 
happy home for his covenanted wife. 
"The Rah of Punial has no fewer than 
four of them, who, he assured me, are 
happiness isell. 

Tt was early December, the off season. 
when I visited the Principality of Mon- 
асо, but the temperature was in the 
sixties amd there wasn’t a cloud in 
the blue, omnipresent sky. Monaco, of 
conne, is located on the Riviera. its 
average temperature lor summer and 
winter is 62, its rainfall is only two and. 
one-third inches a month, its sun is 
shining nive hours and 12 minutes a day. 
Under this bountiful sun, palm trees 
grew. and the houses of Monaco sim- 
mered on the mountainside in pink, 
yellow and tan pastel: below, the har 
bor was full of yachts, a giant eanchrake 
of wood, wires and ropes, silhouetted 
against the sky. 

"The principality is half a square mile 
in area, which is very small, indeed — 
10 small. Im, afraid, that several of its 
fine hotels, the Ritz, for example, and 
ny of its celebrated international at- 
actions — ће Monte Carlo Country 
Club, the Monte Carlo Golf Club aud. 
Monte Carlo Beach — are really in an 
other country. France, and mot im 
‘Monaco at all. Monaco, as Saint-Simon 
explained. a bit indelicately 1 think, 
“is a rock, from whose center its sove 
reign can, so to speak, spit over his 
‘own boundaries." The boundary is never 
farther from the water than 750 yards, 
and generally its half of that; irre- 


(continued from page 26) 


sponsibly, irrepresibly, it scampers over 
the side streets of Monte Carlo, sunder- 
ing а store here, a house there; at one 
place. оп the Boulevard de France, а 
block from the plaza, it toners Їй 

drunken sailor om sidewalk vo sde: 
walk. so that any pedestrian but a 
drunken sailor will successively find him- 
self in Monaco, France, Monaco, Fra 

Monaco and France. A situation like 
this is something I worry about, so, one 
morning, I paid a visit to the Boulevard 
de France to learn how the pedestrians 
were getting on. They —a very arche- 
typical profewor with a sack of oranges: 
а number of fat, middle-aged women 


in dirty raincoats. berets and ponderous 
shoes: а bearded type; children — were 
keting © 


splendidly. As there weren't 
y offices or officials, or, indeed, 
at any of the international 
boundaries, the Monégasques were gad- 
ng from Monaco to France, Irom 
France to Monaco, with utter impas- 
it. They didn't show the slightest 
grief to be leaving their fatherland, nor, 
a minute later, the slightest joy 10 be 
returning, and eventually, when I saw 
that nobody else was worrying about the 
situation, 1 sid the hell with it, de. 
ding, however, that Monégasques just 
haven't any sense of national pride — 
alas. the truth as I later learned. 
Monaco. I'm told, was founded in 
1600 n.c by Hercules himself, who, hav- 
ing captured the man-eating mares of 
Diomedes and being about to capture 
the тей caule of Geryon, hove into 
Monaco's harbor and modestly chris 
tened it “Port Hercules.” Anyway, it 
was certainly known as that originally. 
and more recently, at the time of the 
French Revolution, was known as Fort 
Hercules — more of this in a moment — 
while the present name, “Monaco,” is 
just another name for Hercules Monaco 
has belonged to Rainiers family, the 
Grimaldis—one of whom, incidentally, 
was named Hercules 1— for 600 years 
amd. however onc feels about absolute 
‘monarchs, one must admit the Grimaldis 
have a reasonable claim 10 it, having 
been given the principality in 972, hav- 
ing conquered it again in 1297 and, 
finally, having bought it from a certain 
Mr. Spinola in 1359, at Genoa’s market 
place, for 1300 florins. The Grimaldis 
have reigned in Monaco with a single 
eruption, the French Revolution. 
Then. Monaco proclaimed “йе per- 
petual downfall of the House of Gri- 
maldi” which had fed: proclaimed, 
ako, the Republic of Monaco; and 
negotiated a treaty with the neighbor- 
ing republic, France, as follows: 
Treaty 

Article 1. Peace and allegiance wi 
prevail between the French Republic 


and the Republic of Monaco. 

Article Ш. The French Republic is 
delighted to make the acquaintance of 
the Republic of Monaco. 

Which covered the situation nicely. A 
‘month later, the Monégasque Republic 
was abolished and Monaco became, at 
its own request, Fort Hercules, France, 
but these shenanigans were ended in 
1814, when Talleyrand, a friend of the 
wrote on the Treaty of Paris 
ind the Prince of Monaco vill 
be restored to his state.” 

What ensued in the next half-century 
is typical of just how absolute, if he 
goes about it spiritedly, the Prince of 
Monaco can be, Honoré V, the prince, 
returned to Monaco in his coachand 
four (encountering, as he traveled south, 
Napoleon, that escapee from Elba, who 
according to one historian said, “Hullo. 
Monaco, where are you going?"). There, 
in Monaco, Honoré set an oppressive 
tax on bread, meat. vermicelli, playing 
cards, straw hats, garbage, birth, death 
in all, $64,000 a year, to he spent on 
his indulgences in Paris, where, among, 
other things, he published a book 
Pauperism, and the Best Means to De- 


considerable havoc on the Boulevard de 


France, 1 suspect. Also, he cut the 
trees down, marketing them for pocket 
йе, were al. 


the Monégasques were starv- 
ing: “and.” suid а delegation, “we can- 
not Jorget that formerly й wasn't so." 

7L shall not listen.” said Honoré. “I 
came to govern you. | don't need any 
counsel 

Eventually, of course, the prince him- 
sell was pauperired. He, Charles III. 
was living in four threadbare rooms of 
the gray-and-pink palace and dining on 
olives, anchovies and red herrings, but, 
unlike his predecesor, he was open to 
counsel and, when it was volunteered by 
a friend in 1851, he listened attentively: 
“Set up gambling. You already ruined 
your own people, so, ruin other people, 
100." Such was the start of Monte Carlo 
Casino and, subsequently, of the Sum: 
mer Casino, the International Sporting 
Club (а casino), the Cafe de Paris (a 
casino), the Monte Carlo Country Club, 
Monte Carlo Goll Club, Monte Сано 
Monte Carlo Theatre, 
heatre of 
Museum of Aro, Mu 
Oceanography, Museum. of Prehistoric 
Anthropology, Prehistoric Grotto, Exotic 
Garden, and Center of Zoologie At- 
limatation; and, for the further diver- 
tisement of the gamblers and others, 
the Monte Carlo Rally, Grand Prix of 
Monaco, Concours d'Elegance, Battle of 
Flowers. International Championships 
(continued оп page 68) 


THE FRENCH THEY ARE A FUNNY RACE 


you мнт nor INK тт to look at me, 
but I've never been to France. Up until 
recently, 1 had been saving la belle 
France as а sort of Disneyland for my 
declining years, on the theory that she 
had the power to make old men young. 
But now Um not so sure. The reason for 
my uncertainty is a small paperbound 
volume called Manuel de Conversation 
Чи Touriste en France, or French [or the 
Traveler, that 1 picked up second-hand 
at a Бозай. 

In all fairness to its author, Captain 
J.S. Keyworth, I must confes that it was 
not his purpose to frighten potential 
tourists, As he explains in the Intro 
duction, "During the coune of the War 
the author published for the use of the 
troops a few small Conversation Books 
which met with so favourable a reception 
that he conceived the idea of a ser of 
more compreliensive Handbooks, thor- 
‘oughly uptodate as regards the life of 
the present day, and thus suitable for 
those whom business or pleasure may 
take abroad > » 

be hook contains no date, but on the 
basis of the text, I have finally pinned 
down “the War" аз having occurred 
sometime after Charlemagne and a little 
helore Versailles Though story and 
character were probably furthest from 
Keyworilís mind, his book contains 
enough of both w pass as travel horror 
fiction. Skipping the French subtitles, 
get a load of the way he manages to 
capture the excitement of a ship» ar- 
rival in the opening scene: 

"Here are the outer harbour piers, 

ind the lighthouse.” 

“We are alongside, People are land- 
ing" 


mier, will you take this luggage?" 
“Where do we pass the customs" 
"In the Inggage hall, sir.” 
“Have you your luggage ticket?” 
Yes, but Lam going on to Paris: 
“In that case your trunks (heavy lug- 
Bage) will be examined when you get 10 
Pee 


“Here your har 
will be examined. 


Higgage. your bags 


what passion, 
is in store for 


humor BY WILLIAM IVERSEN 


"Here ure my keys” 
"You had beuer attend alh 
when our bag is opened” ^ 

“Open ай bags, please!" 

“Have you anything to declare" 

“Nothing at all.” 

“What have you got in that bag?" 

“No cigars. cigarettes, tobacco? No 

io? No matches?" 
‘Only penonal eects, underwear and 
a few books.” 

“А few cigars for my personal use" 

“You must pay duty." 

“Very good. How much?” 

7lt will be fve francs.” 

“And in that box, what have you got?” 

“These are samples without aay 
тше” 

“And is that bicycle yours?” 

BIER 

“You will have to deposita sum which 
will be handed back to you when you 
leave France.” 

“But Lam a member of the French 
Touring Club; here are my papers.” 

‘in that case you may bring in your 
bicyde free of duty.” 

So lar, so goed. Here is a man in 
whom we can all recognize something of 
ounelves — a stranger in a strange land, 
facing the unknown with only his under- 
wear, a few books, and а box of worth- 
les ‘samples Samples of what, one 
wonders. Mustache wax? Snafüe bis? 
Swatches of floral chinu? "Though Key- 
worth never tells us, how beautifully 
they serve to symbolize our hero's money- 
grubbing past, which he now repudiates 
as being totally without value. That he 
is a man of means, the reader will soon 
have no reason to doubt. The mere fact 
that he is traveling with his own bicycle, 
and is hip t0 the old dodge of joining 
the French Touring Club in order to 
avoid paying duty, stamps him a» a man 
who is sed to having his own things 
about him, and is well-connected among 
the cognoscenti. But enough of calling 
him “our bero.” After reading French 
for the Traveler twice, 1 have come to 
think of him as Edwin С. Fahnstock, the 
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what intrigue, what danger 
the intrepid innocent abroad 


AJA of Rewa, a 
И state in India, has just shot his 90th 
tiger, including a white one; his father 
has Killed 800, including two white ones. 

You need not be a maharaja to shoot 
tigers. Today, the cost i» so low it is 
within reach of nearly everybody. Re 
ly, an American diplomat stationed 
New Delhi bagged one for a mere 
$250. ‘This modest sum covered mund- 
trip air fare from New Delhi to Nagpur 


for a cozy 
bungalow, good American food, bait, 
beaters, stalkers, ammunition and even. 
taxidermy. Things are cheap in India 
because the vorkingmen are accustomed 
to living on peanuts, unsalted, 

ty, American business 
magnates and international playboys. 
however, prefer to go to Cooch Behar, 
a small state in the hills of West Bengal, 
where for about $2000 per person, they 
spend 12 days as the guests of the resi 
dent maharaja. Here а visitor hunts 
in the Asam jungles in a typical 
Kiplingesque atmosphere: cavalcade 
of caparisoned elephants, bejeweled 
princes, coguac galore, ceiling punkahs 
(handoperated fans), variegated chan- 
deliers, Turkish d carpets, bro 
Cade curtains, liveried attendants who 
respond (o a claptlap of hands or 


Above: manned by mahouts, a line of tuskers flays the jungle 
grass to flush out an Indian tiger. Right: a sharp slug spells finis. 


a whisper of "KoisHais” ("Anybody 
there?”) and other trappings of 2 royal 
lile. "The State guarantees at least one 
tiger or your money back. 

Here's how it's done, About $0 trained 
tuskers form a broad ring around the 
gully or ravine where the tiger is 
thought to be lurking, and as they ad 
vance, narrowing down the ring, they 
use their trunks like human arms, mow: 
ng down the big-leaved trees and 
ranches covering the line of fre or ob: 
structing the movement of the hunters 
howdah (a temporary scat strapped on 
the elephant). The operation is con. 
trolled by mahouts who sit croselegged 
astride the great necks of their changes, 
urging then on with a sharp snkush 
hook behind the ears. 

The boom, the clangor. the sjucals 
and occasionally the drop of а tree on 
his noggin stir the tiger from а full- 
paunched sleep and he swirls out of the 
grass, exploding in a mighty bellow and 
charging madly around the ring. The 
mahouts, armed with sticks and stones, 
pelt him from cover to cover, and mean- 
while, the hunter takes aim. 

However, sometimes the tiger breaks 
through the ring. But in such cases, 
unfortunately for himself, he usually 
hides in the nearby cover, mistaking in- 
visibility for invincibility. Another ring 


is hastily formed and а sharp bullet 
between the eyes of the exhausted tiger 
snakes a good cat out of hin. 

But hunting (rom elephants is going 
ош of vogue. It is hard to get the 
requisite number. Besides, it is а highly 
dangerous game. For elephants are 
rather temperamental beasts, and some 
times, in the face of a ferocious attack, 
take to mad flight, tumbling the riders 
down in a heap to the mercy of the 
tiger. Indeed, 1 once sow a veteran bull 
of many a battle get so scared by a wild 
pig impudently racing under his belly 
that he sidled back from the ring and 
bolted, trumpeting his huge trunk up à 
an $ and battering the howdah and 
‘occupants to bit 

The safest way to hunt tigers is from 
a machan (a temporary platform степей 
in а uec) and these romps will be 
organized for you by Messrs. Allwyn 
Cooper Lad. Nagpur, or Mess. Shikars 
and Tours of New Delhi. They charge 
about $1000 for a 10day hunt and also 

at least one tiger to show 
shooting distance (under 40 
yards) or your money back. With aver 
age luck, most hunters bag three tigers 
during that time. 

However, you may enjoy “doing” your 
own tiger much more than letting, 
commercial frm present it to you on a 


article BY PRAKASH С. JAIN 


This veteran bull lifts the carcass so thot Strapped on board a lumbering pachyderm, the dead cat 
ropes for hoisting can be placed beneath it. is moved to the skinner's camp, first stop in becoming о rug. 
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ver platter A friend of mine who had 
gone on a hunt with one of these firms 
confided that he had the feeling of 
having bought a tiger skin from a fash- 
ionable department store. Everything 
was so wellarranged. so well-timed. A 

т was brought before him at a dis 
tance of 20 yards, And as soon as he 
fired, he heard the sound of another 
bullec accidentally let go by one of the 
crack shikaris of the firm, It really was 
hard to tell whose shot killed the tiger 

"To do a tiger by yourself, your first 
step should be to consult the district 
forest officer in any of the tigerinfested 
areas They are government servants and 
duty-bound to help you ungrudgingly. 
And if you employ alittle Dale Carnegie 
charm, they will arrange practi 
cally everything for you: your accommo- 
ations, food, etc, and aho introduce 
you to the local villagers who are often 
quite willing to help get rid of a poten- 
tial maneater and cattle-lifter 

It is hard to locate a tiger because 
of his natural camouflage. His yellow 
striped coat and his habit of hiding 
himself in nullahs, gullies and tall grass 
make him look like a heap of rubble, 
twigs and dry leaves. But his position 
can be cued by finding his natural kill 
or his pug marks. 

tis possible to ind a kill by following 
blowfies or carrion birds like wheeling 
vultures, They can be spotted many 
miles away with powerful glues And 
it is always easy to tell if the kill fell 
to a tiger. If the animal has been 
ragged (the surrounding damage to 
vegetation or marks on the ground will 
reveal it), it probably fell to a leopard, 
for tigers never drag their Kill, unless 
it happens to be an extracheavy carcass. 
‘The tiger always eats from the hind 
quarters; other animals from the stom- 
ach or fore quarters. The fang holes 
and the claw marks also give an indica- 
tion, for the tiger's are much larger 
than any other animal's 

IL the kill cannot be found, pug marks 
are of great help: a tiger establishes for 
himself a definite domain in the jungle, 
making a regular round of his little 
territory, He retraces his steps roughly 
once every 10 days and many hunters, 
knowing this, put bait (a living animal) 
оп the path where his old or new tracks 
are found, The tiger, after killing the 
animal, cares it about halfamile to 
а secluded spot. And after having his 
bellyful, he hides it some place near at- 
hand to return the next evening. Some- 
times, he conceals his kill by а mound 
of leaves and twigs This is usually an 
indication that the tiger has moved on 
a distance and may take some time in 
returning to the kill. 

Some penons tether the bait with a 
strong rope to the tree so that the tiger 
cannot carry it away, But it is unwise, 


for a tiger is a crafty beast and, sospect- 
ing a trick, may never return, lt is 
always better to stake the bait with a 
long, slender rope. 

Domestic cattle such as a small buffalo 
ог а cow is the best temptation; though 
the tiger's mainstay is venison, be dearly 
loves his cattle. He finds it easy to kill 
and the booty can sustain him for one 
week. It is hard for him to hunt big 
game. The sambar stag is much too agile 
and can climb slopes and hop from dif 
to dif in a jiffy; the wild bison may 
‘worst him in а tough fight; the deer is 
hardly more than a morsel and the wild 
pig not even an appetirer. 

"The Ьай, once killed, should always 
be left undisturbed, for tigers seem to 
have an uncanny sixth sense: if the kill 
is moved as much as one foot, he may 
refuse to touch it any morc. 

Alter the discovery of the kill, the 
next step is to fix your machan in some 
strategically-placed tree. If all goes well, 
you bag your first tiger by eight o'clock 
that night. 

"The height of the machan will vary in 
direct proportion to the strength of your 
nerves. For real fun, however, it should 
be six to 10 feet off the ground. It is 
‘easier to have a broadside or a neck shot 
from that height. But it might be a risky 
business: often, at the first shot. the tiger 
reels, stands on his hind legs, stares at 
you with his yellow eyes blazing, rushes 
in a series of bounds. springs in the air 
double his height. roars a blood curdling 
jowl through six-inch teeth, pots his 
Railing forepaws on your wobbly seat 
and рий» his fetid breath at your face- 
You may become too nervous and the 
hunter himself is soon the hunted: but 
life offers no greater thrill than giving 
а close shot in the brain of a raging 
monster at point-blank range. 

However, for the nervous, the machan 
can be built as high as a mountain top, 
for the tiger. though belonging to the 
cat family, cannot climb a tree or steep 
ascent. But the only shot you can have 
from that height is one at the spine, 
and an inexactitude of even a few inches 
сап mar your chances of а rug in your 
den back home, 

Once you are оп the machan, you 
must observe some simple rules, Make 
то movement or sound. Do not smoke. 
Do not breathe hard. Don't get upset if 
both your feet go to sleep. Sit absolutely 
still even if it means loss of halfa-pint 
of blood to the jungle mosquitoes. Use 
extreme caution in raising your rifle 
‘when the tiger appears: though the un- 
suspecting beast does not go looking up 
їп trees the slightest breeze or rustle is 
likely to alert him. Sitting stil for hours 
is a hard business: however, use of insect 
repellents on hands and face can be a 
lot of help. 

И a tiger fails to arrive voluntarily, 


he can be forced out of his hiding place 
and channeled toward you. The local 
natives, in expectation of a small tip, 
form themselves in the rough shape of a 
triangle with your machan as the apex 
and plow through the jungle, banging 
en drums and metal pans, yelping and 
whacking the boles of trees with ax 
handles. The rising crescendo impels the. 
quarry in your direction. As soon as he. 
‘comes within range, the beaters immedi- 
ately climb trees and remain there till 
definite news of the cat is received. 

Occasionally, a beat may not flush a 
tiger, but it is never disappointing. 1 
stead, you may get some other Ind 
jungle variety: sambar, deer, blue bull, 
leopard and, occasionally. bison. How 
ever, when planning the beat, care 
should be taken to flank all the three 
sides of the angle, for Шут» are ex 
pert swimmers and cannot be balked 
by rivers or streams. 

It is imperative to pop a final slug 
into the tiger before descending the 
machan, even if it means further damag- 
ing the prired skin. In the past, people 
‘who have presumed the beast to be dead. 
with just one shot have been surprised. 
оп coming down either to see the tiger 
vanish away or, worse still, spring on 
them with dishonorable intent. 

A couple of years ago, while an 
American tourist (Mr. Robert С. Ru- 
ark) was hunting in the jungles of cen- 
tral India, he aimed a shot. heard a 
terrific growl, and some 15 minutes 
later, flipped the light on the dead 
tiger just in time to sce his vanishing 
tail. Obviously, his bullet had glanced 
off a bone or had gone through the 
Besh without meeting any resistance. 
"The shock had only paralyzed the tiger 
for a few minutes. The American went 
оп his spoor for two days, but the tiger 
had quit bleeding inside hallamile, 
Не never picked up his trail again. 

“The search for a wounded tiger can 
become a murderous occupation, as 
one Delhi sportsman recently learned. 
Tt was nighttime and he pushed one 
bullet into the hide of an old tom, 
who promptly disappeared in a nearby 
clump of gram. Next day, the hunter 
started searching the gras, but soon 
the place was resounding with the cries 
of the man and the roar of the tiger. 
His friends were afraid to shoot be- 
cause both man and beast seemed to be 
in a deadly tangle. But at last one 
took a chance: the tiger was killed and 
the man was found alive, minus a leg. 

This is all for the tiger shoot. How- 
ever, it may be even greater fun to 
чар thee animals Once a trapper 
friend of mine was invited by the In- 
dian railway authorities to deal with 
a tiger operating around Byree, a small 
wayside station near Nagpur. The rail- 
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"Make it one for my baby and one more for the road.” 


Furtively, she began to lift the sheet. 


Ribald Classic 


THE TALE OF THE TERRIBLE TEETH 


А new rendering of a story from the Katha Sarit Sagara of Somadeva 


A CERTAIN плим served a king whose 
dwelt too much on the women of 
his kingdom. One day as the monarch 
was strolling down the corridors of the 
palace, he came upon the barbers 
quarters and caught sight of the bar 
ders wife. Now this wile was of ex 
ceptional beauty and youth, and the 
barber was deeply and madly in love 
with her. 

"The king looked at her and pased 
on down the corridor, but he did not 
forget what he had seen. Back in his 
rooms, he asked his servants, “Who is 
the beautiful woman 1 saw today in the 
barbers quarters?" 

he is his wife.” they replied, "and 
she is held to be as lovely as any woman 
in your realm.” 

The King’s heart burned with lus 
amd he yearned to possess her. "Her 
husband ls only a barber,” he told his 
steward, "What could he do if I took 
her?” 

“He could do nothing” sid the 
steward who saw that the king had al- 
ready mide up his mind to have the 
woman. "Nothing at all. Indeed, he 
should consider himself honored. Shall 
1 conduct her to your Majesty's pres 
ence this afternoon while the barber is 
may?“ 

“The king commanded him to do so, 
and the steward sew to it, She came 
with downcast eyes beautiful as а 
young doc, aglow wih eagerness to 

ipe. beautiful in short, ex- 
the king had hoped she would 
he һәй his will of her, and 
she was by no means disatsied by his 
performance, In fact, she was delighted 
and proud, and when her husband re- 
turned from work, she tol him all 
about it. failing to understand why 
face fell in sorrow. 
t isn't every woman who has the 
privilege of lying with а king” she 
told him. "And he will not forget us 
when the time comes for giving gifts- 
We shall be as rich as any rajah” 

But the barber loved ber too much 

to Jet him forget. In his own romantic 


way he felt cheated of life's most im 
portant gift. As а result he sulked, grew 
ean and pale, and looked so bad that 
King not 

What ails you, barber?” he asked 
опе morning, "If some wrong has been 
done you, tell me of it and 1 will per- 
sonally see that reparation is made.” 

The barber kept his eyes on thc floor. 
“Ie is something no one cam remedy, 
your Majesty.” he said sadly. “My wife 
is a beautiful woman, but she is abo а 
witch of the worst sort. At night, 1 
сап scarcely sleep for fear she. will draw 
ош the inwards of my body. This is why 
Tour so thin and pale and why 1 am dis 
heartened and frightened” 

"The king shook his head in sympathy 
and hid a smile. 1 wonder if this bar- 
ber thinks I can be taken in by such a 
tale. A witch indeed! And he resolved 
to continue having the barber's wife 
whenever the mood struck him. 

Alter the barber bad shaved him 
from face to foot (as was the custom in 
those days), the king dismised him and 
grew pensive. “Could it be that she 
really is a witch?" he asked himself 
“What if she drew out my inwards? 
Well she might, if she were a witch, for 
surely a kings inwards are superior 
to а barber's. This afternoon it will do 
no hann to make a tot.” 

Meanwhile the barber had gone to 
his vile with a face even sadder than 
the one he had showed the king, 

“What is the matter?" she asked him. 

“Today 1 broke another perfectly 
good razor.” he answered. "At this rate 
we shall be ruined." 

“How did you break it“ 
He hung his head. “It is a th 
shameful for a man to tell his 


"Well." said the barber after a pause, 
“today as 1 was shaving the kings 
backside . 5" 

“What is shameful about that?” she 
cried. "Haven't you shaved his whole 
body all these years from face to foot? 
How would it look for a king to go 


about with hair on his body?" 
the shaving, 
ber with a longdrawn sigh. 
the king has a terrible deformity, He 
has а strong set of teeth in a place 
where no human being ought to have 
them, And when 1 shave him there, 
those teeth keep breaking my razors” 

"What а tale!” cried his wife. “IE L 
‘were you, I would not repeat 

But later when she had had time to 
think, she said to herself, “It will cer- 
tainly do по harm to look the next time 
he sends for ane. It will be easy, 100, 
after he has fallen asleep.” 

During the hour of rest that same 
afternoon, while the barber was snoring, 
away, the steward came softly and sum 
moncd her to the royal bedroom. 

‘Alter the monarch had fallen asleep 
(or so she thought), the barber's wife 
sat up cautiously, She did not suspect 
that his Majesty was pretending, for she 
heard his regular breathing and saw 
that his eyes were closed, Slowly and 
carefully she lifted the sheet and with 
ber fingers began to search for the con. 
ccaled teeth. 

"Then therc was a wild scream ol ter 
"She is à witch! А witchl" cried the 


and scuttled down 
led to his gardens 
draw out my inward! 
The barber's wife thought it best to 
leave, Since his Majesty never 
poned her, and even though 
4 valued his lovemaking above her 
‘own husband's, she made the best of 


ended up by being ebe 
with what she had had before her affair 
the king. 
“Besides,” she said, “I much prefer a 
normal man than one with a set of 


¢ teeth should never be.” 
їп this way the barber won his wile 

away from her royal paramour and 

tanght her to devote herself exclusively 

to her rightful spome. 

— Translated by J. A. Gato 
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it's like this with TV 
your choice ol Groucho Marx or Hiram 
Holliday (otherwise known as Wally 
Сох, who can hardly be a big sex thrill 
for the gir), or fantasy and nature pro- 
grams like Disneyland. or crime like 
Dragnet, ог all the comedians. Апу 
frankly sexual allure in any of these 
shows? Youll abo encounter а half 
dozen family eype shows like The Gold- 
bergs, Ozzie and Harriet, Father Knows 
Best, December Bride, and. of course, the 
best known of them all, 7 Love Lucy — 
all chastely conmubial as a Norman 
Rockwell cover. Sex is allowed only in. 
the case of puppy love which occasion- 
ally afflicts the younger members of the 
families, In fact, if Lucy were ever to 
give so much as a glance at another man 
apart from Desi (except in fun or as one 
ol her elaborate plots 10 break into 
show business or to conceal the fact she 
tracked up the family car), the uproar 
would drawn out the Middle East im- 
broglio. The Senate would probably in- 
vestigate such a breach of TV decorum 
as а threat to our internal security. 

"There have been some very pretty girls 
оп television, but the ones with the 
saying power— the ones who come 
back week after week—are the thor- 
oughly scrubbed, wholesome girls like 
Dinah Shore, Fran Allison, Gale Storm, 
Barbara Britton and Jinx Falkenburg. 
any one of whom is likely to remind 
You of your sister. The Za Жа Gabors 
appear now and then on dramatic shows 
and are seen no more. 

There are а few frank displays of 
feminine charms on some shows, but they 
are largely incidental. Jackie Gleason, 
for example, has a chorus line of very 
lovely girls There are so many of 
them that the cameras have to back 
away to the second balcony, and the 
girls all diminish to oneinch stature, In 
fact, there are grounds for suspicion that 
the chorus 
amusement of Mr. 
Jot of pretty girls around, rather than for 
the rest of us for whom he is still the 
feature attraction, On some of the give- 
aways, the girls who hand out the $1000 
bills or the checks are baredegged, but 
they flash on and ой screen in a trice, and. 
the emphasis is on the money, not the 
pirs. 

Years ago, there was a hubbub about 
Faye Emerson's necklines, but it was 
largely synthetic. 1 ought to know be- 
cme 1 started it by referring to Miss 
Emerson as a “plunging neckline Alex- 
ander Woolleott,” and she bandied it 
about on her program, largely for the 
fun of it In more recent years, Miss 
Emenon's neckline is on a level with 
that of Whistler's mother and her fans 
are mostly middleaged women. Oh, 
sure, there have been a few frankly 
sexual attractions like Elvis Presley — 
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but then Presley is not a regular TV 
personality and there is some violent 
‘opposition in network circles to having 
him on even occasionally. About the 
doses thing to allure ever presented 
was The Continental, a whiteticand- 
tailed curiosity with an odd accent, 
who stared straight into the camera and 

toned: "Don't be afraid. Eet ees only 
a man’s apartment.” Instead of getting 
a tingling in the spine, the girls just 
routed with laughter and The Continen- 
tal soon disappeared, 

"Television is studded with dramatic 
shows ranging from halfan-hour to an 
hour and а half, and you might think 
sex would have made some inroads there. 
But no. Television has not yet produced 
any love story as sizzling as Carmen ог 
as tender as A Farewell to Arms or a 
savagely sexual as The Postman Always 
Rings Twice. Granted those are all 
rather exceptional examples, but tele- 

ion hasn't even made any stabs in that 

ection. 
The best known love story to come 
ош of TV was Marty, the romance of а 
lonely Bronx butcher. However, it was 
early pointed out that the girl in that 
tale was not the only girl in the world, 
but the fint one thet came along, and 
mota very pretty one. And Rod Steiger 
bears hardly any resemblance to John 
Barrymore. There have, it’s true, been 
some actors оп television who have made 
female hearts beat faster — notably Charl- 
ton Heston and, more recently, Anthony 
Perkins but. they have vanished into 
the movies. Grace Kelly started in tele- 
vision but disappeared in the general 
direction of Hollywood, and later Mon- 
aco, never to be seen again. Television 
has yet to produce a single Gregory Peck. 
ог Jayne Mansfeld who is clearly identi- 
fable with TV. 

Even if a big bundle of sex appeal 
came along, it's doubtful whether the 
big brass would recognize it or exploit 
it. Edward R, Murrow appeals to a lot 
of the ladies, but his function on TV iv 
as a deep thinker. Jerry Lewis is very 
attractive to some women, but he's there 
to make you laugh. Personally, 1 think 
Audrey Meadows is quite a dish, but they 
go to enormous pains to conceal it, as if 
they were ashamed of it. 

Once in a while some of the great 
sexpots of the movies venture before а 
television camera — mostly to plug their 
pictures. In this case you can’t pretend 
the sex attraction isn't there. The TV 
technique here is to make jokes about 
it. For instance, Anita Ekberg appeared 
en Perry Como' show swathed in mink 
to her ankletops in order to cover up her 
charms and provide jokes for Mr. Como. 
Kim Novak was thoroughly insulated on. 
the Steve Allen show with jokes, a form 
of entertainment she is so hopelessly 


unfamiliar with that she ruined a comedy 
sketch. Zsa Zsa Gabor has been on 
comedy shows two or three times — sim- 
ply as a figure of fun. 

In its great thira for material, tele- 
vision bas gobbled up dozens of the great 
stories, novels and plays from the world's 
treasuretrove of literature, but it has 
shown 2 curious antipathy to the great 
love stories, Two of the most distin: 
guished offerings in this category have 
been Peter Pan, J. M. Barrie's fable of 
childhood, and Caine Mutiny Court 
Martial, which hasn't got а woman in it, 
OL Shakespeare's plays, Macbeth has 
been televised on at least a half«dozen. 
‘occasions, while Romeo and Juliet was 
tried only a couple of times. Camille was 
attempted once and it flopped. Clawic 
love stories that have been succesful 
all other media have been pretty. bad 
on TV. 

Also, television, like radio before it, 
has yet to produce any real live romances 
of the caliber of say, Debbie Reynolds 
and Eddie Fisher, Janet Leigh and Tony 
Curis or Grae Kelly and Prince 
Rainier, or any of halladozen other less 
publicized romances that came out of the 
film colony. TV stars do marry each 
other once in a while — Steve Allen and 
Jayne Meadows, for example — but they 
do it quietly and, so far, firmly. (There 
have been no spectacular splitups either.) 

How about The Other Woman in soap 
opera? There are plenty of those, all 
ight, uying to suafle wamebody ehe's 
husband, But these femmes fatales do 
‘curious way They'll slander 
to the busband, trying to sepa- 
rate the pair that way. In a pinch, they 
may even attempt murder. But outright 
sex appeal — по. They use every weapon. 
except that. This points up the curious 
morality not only of television but of 
radio which preceded й. Murder and 
mayhem — there are plenty of both — 
are considered all right. But sex — even 
ordinary manifestations of it between 
husband and wife — is avoided like the 
measles, 

Why is sex so conspicuously absent? 
Doesn't it project on television? ОГ 
course it does, the Daryl Zanuck Law 
notwithstanding, (Early in ГУ history, 
Daryl Zanuck, whose pronouncements 
carry the weight of Supreme Court de- 
cisions in Hollywood, declared: "Tele- 

on can never hurt us because no one. 
can get aroused over an eight-inch 
Beuy Grable." For several years this 
dictum proved very comforting to the 
‘ostriches in Hollywood, until movie the- 
atres started folding all over the coun- 
try) People don't like sex in the living, 
тооп? Now, don't be silly. 

"There are several theories why sexual 
‘magnetism doesn’t have any staying 
power on television, some of them prov. 
able, some of them dearly conjecture. 
‘One reason is that when a sexpot appears 


—like Anthony Perkins—the movies 
grab him immediately and TV has no 
way of keeping him. Another school of 
thought holds that the very nature of 
the medium defeats any such thing. “It 
doesn't wear well” runs this line of argu- 
ment. "Alter all, TV stars are on once a 
‘week — some of them five times a week. 
and for such constant exposure the audi- 
fence wants someone it can relax with. 
Suppose Gina Lollobrigida got Dave 
Garroway’s job. Wed be awfully sick of 
that flamboyant sex within a couple of 
weeks, 

My own theory is even more novel and 
it will be fiercely disputed by a lot of 
people — especially Mr. Philip Wylie. 
My theory is that Madison Avenue — far 
{rom being obsessed with sex as he claims 
= doesn't even know what it is. They 
know what a pretty girl i» true enough, 
but they don't know what she's for — or 
at least their idea of what a pretty girl 
is for and mine are markedly different. 
A girls function, according to the Madi 
son Avenue clan, is to make toast spe 
cifically, to make it on the Westrolux 

10-Magnetic Super Triotic Toastmis 
tres, the 1957 model, not last years. in 
every toaster ad you ever saw, the girl 
is a symbol of domesticity. When you're 


selling Westrolux Auto Magnetic Super- 
"Triotic Toustmistresses, sex is positively 
a hindrance. If a man's mind gets run- 


ning along certain channels, hes not 
likely to care whether the toast is burned 
ог even whether there is any, So, for 
heaven's sake, keep his mind away from 
that sort of thing. The most xpectac 
ularly successful salesman, or rather 
saleswoman, on television is Betty Fur- 
ness, and Miss Furness deliberately turns 
oll all her sex appeal on television so 
that it won't distract attention from the 
relrigerators she's selling. 

Well, why, you may well ask, not let 
sex and romance creep into programs, 
well insulated (rom the commercials? 
One reason is our strong streak of Puri- 
anism, Any hint of sexual impropriety 
= or even sexual propriety — brings forth, 
A flood of condemnatory letters. and an 
Elvis Presley brings forth an avalanche, 
And ad men hatt criticism. 

But an even more potent reason why 
television has produced no Clark Galles, 
no Greta Garbos whom it can claim for 
its own, is simply force of habit. boch 
the advertising and network bigshots 
‘who call the turrs grew up in radio, and 
radio produced no romantic stars; there- 

опе has bothered to look for 
in television, Some day television 
is going to produce its own Sophia Loren, 
a girl whose appeal is so basic that Madi 
son Avenue, conditioned as it is to think 
woman's chief function is to make 
dlothes cleaner than anything, won't 
even realize what has hit it. 

The scene, as | see it, would go some- 
thing like this; a bunch of agency men 


have gathered together to give it the 
benefit of their best charcoal gray think- 

ig. Their show, Name Your Poison, has 
just jumped from an 11.1 Trendex to 
187 and the boys are trying to figure 
ош why. 

"Lets lay it on the couch and give 
a Tittle free association,” suggests the 
account exe. Advertising figures of 
speech have progressed significantly 
from the athletic fields (Were just a 
short chip shot from the green”), through 
the Navy ("Let's up periscope and look 
around"), to the headshrinker’s office — 
showing graphically not only where the 
boys have been but what torments 
they've been through. 

The charcoal suits spitball awhile, 
just feather-bedding, and then Osgood, 
the youngest member of the firm, speaks 

lm just thinking of the bottom of 

it seems to me that new 

girl we have on the show — she has eye 

appeal. You know — uh — advanced sty 

ing. Her skin has that tender, Raky, 

golden brown look. She looks like a 

combination of medically proven active 
ingredients.” 

Vhat he's trying to say is something 

quite different, but his mind has been 


bent in wrong directions. The secret of 
the girl's Trendex is just simple enough 
to clude him entirely. In fact, it eludes 
the whole agency. 

Until one day the account execs son, 
age 15 and therefore. uncorrupted, will 
bbe looking at the show and will turn to 
his chum and remark: "Daddyo, she's 
real here.” 

"What was that, son?" says his poppa, 
thinking daddy-o referred to him, which 
it didn't, 

7I mean,” says the son, groping for 
the sort of archaic terminology the old 
bastard might understand, “she's got — 
uh — sex appeal.” 

The next day at the conference. the 
exec saya: “Close ranks, men. The bal 
Joon has gone up. Tve been looking 
through the small end of the telescope 
to get the big picture. To get down to 
the short strokes, the watchword is sex 
iba 

from then on, look ош. They'll 
break sex down into cost per thousand, 
media differentiation, product identifi 
cation, and all the rest of it. And that, 
gentle reader, is the time to buy your 
second television set 


“Those foreign U.N. delegates are all alike. You never 
know what they're asking for until after they get it.” 
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lor tennis players, bridge players, water 
skiers golfers riflemen and dogs, Inter 
national Regattas, Galas, Carnivals, and 
Balls, Balls, ad infinitum. The village 
dock is working now; and nobody is 
starving: and none of the citizens is 
paying un but are they citizens, oF, 
Tri afraid. are they only the ushers, 
underlings and hired hands at de 
incipality, of Monaco? 
myself, in the 
pala et cetera, a week 
Monaco is something 
cematiged house party 
Constantly is being told to play charades 
x to pin the tail on the donkey. Never 
theless, as a conscientious tourist, I saw 
what 1 was expected to: stalagmites, at 
the Prehistoric Grotto; Homo neander- 
tholensis, at the Museum of Prehistoric 
Anthropology: Euphorbia grondicornis, 
from Ethiopia, at the Exotic Garden; live 
iches at the Center of Zoologie Acc 
dead whales, at the Museum 
of Oceanography. Then, at the close of 
a wearying day. 1 sought tranquillity at 
the silent, cool aquarium in the Museum 
of Oceanography and meditated on the 


(continued from page 58) 


words of Albert 1, an oceanographer 
himself, when he said, “As beings on the 
earth, we are renegades who have escaped 
from the ocean. But are we happier in 
the brillant sunshine than we were in 
the phosphorescences of the deep waters? 
Perhaps the true happiness dwells in the 
quiet depths” A brave opinion, that, 
almost a heresy in sunshiny Monaco and 
quite contradictory to the General Com- 
misariat of Tourism and Information, 
but still, 1 thought, as T browsed about 
the aquarium, a very sensible opinion, 
100. In the quiet, phosphorescent tanks, 
a goldfish blew bubbles; a trigger fish, 
as indolent as an alley cat, rubbed its 
particolored sides against a coral; а 
сароп, lying like a tired pancake. on 
the olive, seaweetly floor of a tank, 
patiently waited for its skin to go awa 
‘Truly, here was a happy seaseape— 
until 1 came to the poison-roi. 

‘The poison-roi wanted out. Blindy, 
incorrigibly. that poor fish was swimming 

ither and yon, searching all the corners 
of its tank, trying, trying, trying. for 
an untold millionth time, to find the 
xit, that secret exit, that opensesame 


that still eluded jt. Always, its expres 
sion was one of jaded perseverance, of 
desperate hope: precisely the expression 
that 1 beheld, the next evening, on 
more than a hundred poor fishes at the 
Society for Sea:Baths, generally known 
as the Monte Carlo Casino. 


‘The Society for $ea-Baths and For. 
eignen Club of Monaco, to use its 


proper name, was founded in 1861 and, 
exactly a halfcentury later, when it 
opened а hydropathic annex, it finally 
gave somebody а scabath. Meanwhile, 
the society had soaked the very clubbiest 
of foreigners — King Edward VII, King 
Edward УШ, а doren other 
queens amd emperors, the Apa 
the Pasha of Marrakech, 
Churchill, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. J. 
Pierpont Morgan and Charlie 

among others — and had gouen itself a 
reputation, of course, as the me plus 
ultra of the fashionable world. Now, 
1957, the Society for Sea-Baths is stil 
contending that, "rom all parts of the 
globe, aristocrats, a terary men 
and sportsmen rush towards Monte 
Carlo, the pole of attraction,” but alas, 
the truth is otherwise, as 1 discovered 
that evening when, after paying the 
admision fee, 42 cents, and after by- 
passing a room of slot machines, 1 en- 
tered the principal gambling hall of 
Monte Carlo Casino. 

The effect was that of a deadly, over: 
heated waiting room. In its ponderous 
heat, waiting, as it were, for а long. 
delayed milk train, a hundred men and 
‘women milled insipidly: men, surely по 
aristocrats, with sullen, half shaven faces; 
‘women with landlady faces, heavy, stag: 
mant and fat; a prostitute; а бому 
dissipate, whose hair, like a colony of 
mud-brown worms, escaped from be- 
neath her hat in every direction. At 
the gaming tables, they sit like subway 
riders, insensible, glum, looking at life 
through the lower halves of their eye 
balls and twisting their lips for exercise, 
up and down, Everywhere, a melancholy 
silence clung like a damp bedsheet. This 
way the Monte Carlo Cuino, and all 
the while the roulette wheels turned, as 
windmills on a torpid, summer after- 
noon, and the croupiers all watched with 
looks of exquisite boredom, and the lazy, 
ivory ball, at last, sewed in а compart- 
ment, red or black, odd or even, accord- 
ing to the inexorable hw of averages 
— which is to say, totally unpredictably 
With pencils, papers and occult arith. 
metical tables, the poor fishes were try 
ing trying, trying to predict it. 

There was something magnificently 
mad here. Philosophically, I suppose, 

М man's unending search fe 
ng in a meaningless world, his piti- 
ful attempts to leave his little aquarium, 
but it wasn't fun, certainly it wasn't 


recreacion. To make the casino some- 
jer, less like а funeral parlor, 
gement, E learned, has tried. 
desperate innovations as double 
roulette, a variety that paid. occasion- 
ally, $1200 to one, and mercury. a race 


despai Nevada, and re 
turned to Monte Carlo with a crap table 
For a month. the old casino was awak 
ened by that happy hullabaloo, "Four 
and trey, and take it away!” “Five and 
two, and уоште all through!” “Little 
Joe from. Alamot”: the " 
revolted, and Little Joc, Little Phocbe 
and their lighth 

planted by “sept perdam 
neuf,” and other vapid Gallicisms, which, 
the croupier explained, were more har 
monious with Monte Carlo. and the 
pall returned. While 1 was there. our 
happy, American стар game way being 
patronized by three phlegmatic English- 
men, who, one after another, were shak- 
f the dice rather like Captain Queex 
and le dribble to the coma- 
tose, green table, 
them addressing me, 
ave come to Monte Carlo. One hour, 
and you're a goner. 

1 asured the fellow that, after one 
hour at Mome Carlo, it was everything 
T could do to keep awake, In fac, it was 
more than 1 could do and, as he rattled 
Mic bones, as they trickled across the 
table, as the croupier murmured, “Le 
point est neuf.” Y toddled home. 

“The next morning, I ran across Diana 
and Malcolm Browne, two Americans E 
had known in Andorra. We had a happy 
reunion, indeed: at their hotel, Malcolm 
gave me an Andorrano cigarette, а Char 
Jemague, and Diana, meanwhile, read 
us a love letter that she had received 
from Paco, a bullfighter. whom we 
had also known in Andorra. Paco had 
written: 

En valer de una mujer 

Reside, no en el tener 

Sino en el ser 

Tú eres, 
which 
lue didn't reside in what she 
which was Malcolm, but what she w 
Diana observed that what she was, с 
rently, way bored silly. ha 
Monte Carlo Casino a week and 
decided, with Malcolm, that the Pi 
pality of Monaco couldn't hold a candle 
to the Valleys of Andorra. For another 
hour, we sighed for the happier, bygone 
days of the casino, when guns were fred, 
when bombs were tossed. wh 
queens and emperors were play 
“splendid women,” 1h 
bold eyes and golden hair and marble 

ns of imperial throats were there 
to laugh, to sing songs, to tempt”; when. 


“sometimes, however, a person may be 
scised with a violent attack of hysterical 
screaming, in which circumstances it is 
convenient to have the surgery .. . close 
at hand: when Mr. Charles Deville 
Wells а cockney, by winning $200,000, 
by causing the casinos tables to be 
draped in black, became, in 1891, the 
man who broke the bank at Monte 
Carlo: when, in 1892, the bank at Monte 
Carlo broke Mr. Wells; when a French 
princess hurled a $20 chip to the tables, 
winning $720 instantaneously: when the 
place was racy, electric, alive, Tha 
Diana, Malcolm and I resolved to do 
ab 
That evening. the three of us ap 
pesred at Monte Carlo Casino with 
enough scientific paraphernalia to fission 
the atom. Makolm carried a Dunlop & 
Jackson dcs leg slide rule, a stopwatch, 
and а periodic table of the elements; 1, 
the American Ephemeris for 1054; amd 
Diana, a speedometer, a table of natural 
logarithms and another of trigonometric 
functions With all these, and with the 
most intense, profesorial of miens, we 
cd ourselves at a table, and I started 
to bet, frequently consulting the log 
arichms, the trigonometric functions, th 
American Ephemeris, etc, and receiving 
from Diana and Malcolm such exotic 
memoranda as: 


AgNO; + HCI AgCI 1 + HNO 


M 


and 
f) 


Fila erm 


re) = 
From the start, we had extraordinary 
Tuck. Betting at random on red, black, 
odd and even, we won continually, and 
10 minutes we had doubled our 
capital. (S280), at which rate, as Mal- 
colm calculated on the slide rule, we 
would have realized a hı 
80 billion dollars by midnight. Then, 
as Malcolm attentions to the 
stopwatch, as Diana gave me die scrib- 
bled intelligence that 


TEE 


1 peered about. to ce what kind ol 
sensation the three of us were causi 
None at all. Nobody was watching 
Malcolm. nobody was watching Diana, 
nobody was watching me; nobody was 
watching the wheel, nobody was watch- 
the hall; everybody, as always, was 
watching his own, occult, arithmetical 
tables, So there they sat, in the Monte 
Carlo Case. insensible, glum, trying, 
trying, trying, for an untold millionth 
time, to find the aquariums exit. 
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wants me to do a plan for remodeling. 
а wach house.” 

For the fist time, she sat back on 
the couch. She curled up with her shoes 
off, her marvelous slim legs tucked be- 
neath her, her slightly parted, 
and she breathed huskily, "Oh please 
tell me all about it, Bud. T just love 
old danch house 

"Great. Swell. A 
коо, 
backward glance at the creature on the 
couch, he went for her coat. 

And then down they went for the 
ick-clacking on her heels 
to keep up with the (owning, abstrac- 
єй male. Ac the door to the 


short circuited his way to genius. Sure, 
in his work as an architect he sometimes, 
had sharp and original ideas, but this 
was a stroke of divine power. Like most 
"pi 

once, like Einstei 
ity. Tt was the abrupt crystallization of 
one of those moments that gire а man 
a sense of power— like the frst time 
he blows a bubble with doublebuble 
gum. He paled under the impact, but 
Saralee sue nothing. He bore it with а 
hero's calm. 


а for Bud Streeter’s Natu- 
ral Field Theory for Playing the Ficld 

remark 
у. Saralee honey, do you 
put you in the cab and 


was expressed by his next casu 
to Saralee: 


awfully busy day tomorrow. 

The sky falling in! The eath open- 
ing! Ed Sullivan changing expression 
Such things had never happencd before, 
's mouth came forward in a. 
„ rich and very sad pout. She 
cd at him bravely through the cab 
window and asked in a rather high- 
pitched voice, "Will you call me some- 
time when you're not too busy? Will 
you really, Bud? Promise?" 

Weary and bored with love — that was 
the key. Thats the kind of not fler. 
ness he could manage, because he was 
almost sincere about it, Plus busy with 
other things, a man of deep lonely m 
preoccupations. Work! Important 


ters! Not nice at all! Heavily be peered 
at his watch. 
“Promise?” Saralce demanded. 


He shrugged negligently. "Sure, sure 
thing. ей. amd began walk 
ing before the taxi started эр He felt 
Saralee watching through the rear wi 
dow. She probably couldn't sce the hairs 
pricking up on the back of his neck. The 
back of his neck. although no one on 
the street noticed. belonged to а con- 
quering jungle beast. 


And that was how it happened. It 
may seem like а Title thing, but the 
first oil well was unimportant, too, just 
a lor of filthy grease that dirtied the 
nice pure water until they found a use 
Tor the stuff. Someday it would give gas 
stations something to sell and make 
Texas а 


at there is justice in the world, and 
that if you want someone to be nice to 
you. you have to be nice 10 the some 
one, especially if irs a her someot 
This had become a habit, 
though generally 
ale biting. Despite all his past, he h 
been a to опе profound emo 
onal experience — he had Never before 
said toa 

cab. 


Kappa, he 
кє with а lady 


king enough. money 
ly on good 


at 30 to drink himself 
quor and travel himself 
firstclass flights — bur he w 


Now he started spoiling himself. 
He waited a few days and then called 


He was his usual sensitive, consider- 
te self over the telephone, Her relief 
was as palpable as nudity in his hands, 
and it gave forth the same tremulous 
quiver. "Oh ГА love to see you,” she 
said. "Diner at Winter's? Oh 
that's really wonderful.” Notzniceness 
can detonate that mysterious pitterpat, 
erpat in а girl's abst: 
n pitterpat the abstraction ri 
and make it a yearning heart. 
very important ingre 
oil of notniceness dis 


hisa 
ient — the black 
Is to а fuel that 
explodes in any number of fiery, pitter- 


pating ways 
really really glad you called.” 
She dressed for dinner chez Winter — 
ong earrings, spectacular silk gown, Ita- 
in shoes that were nothing but heel, 
all the lace et ceteras special 
She loved fancy dining, fancy dressing, 
and had steady warm feelings for Bud's 
return 10 а comfortable thoughth 
When Bud came for her, however, it 
turned out that he had changed his 
d. There was a homey little pizzeria 
around the corner = just a simple 
neighborhood place with. oilcloth on 
the tables and paper napkins—h 
had а hankering for some spaghetti and. 
a pizza. Nothing special. Greasy silver- 
ware. An overloud jukebox and a surly 
waiter Just good honest simple fare 
Did Sariec m) 


she murmured, “1 


ways edible.” 
“Aren't you a good kid to share my 
enthusiasm? You're nice,” Bud replied, 


all the doors within him. 
Maybe you better change your sh 

At dinner they talked of many things 
Saralee spoke of her brother, a steady 
high-type fellow whom she really ad 
mired, a high school teacher. He woust 


be a principal someday, Bud remarked 
thar he thought her brother a ercep. 
Mor. 


"Creep? My favorite brother 
Creep 


his legs. Ca 
his snout, A 
course, 1 don't м 
e 1 notice an how your brother is 
tly from nowhere. You're different. 
fre from somewhere, Sarilee.” 

Thanks" she said, “but vou don’t 
really understand Morton. He's kind. 
't think you appreciate that. Bud.” 
ing the anchovies out of her last 
Mice of she fell into a deep pen- 
siveness which was finally broken by 
the waiter whe 
broom 


Rea) life wouldn't happen at Paul Win- 


ters— they got nothing but good food, 
soft music, comfort, elegance. Very 
square.” 


alce was still thinking about her 
brother while she peeled olf her stock 

genuine, reallife restaurant. 
she admitted, "Morton 
docs proceed rather cautiously down 
life's thorny path. You're right about 
that. I never looked at it your way be 


fore, but yes, he is a bit of a creep. 
d Bud. 


From Creeprille,” s 
But 1 wish two thi 
added, "I wish you wou 


jive language you've picked up 
replace — probably from that girl 
you've been going out with.” (She 
gazed shrewdly into his face to see 
had guessed right) 

said Bud, “ГИ de 


because 1 really don’t dig that 
beat except Brubeck, Mingus Monk, 
Zoot Sims, the Bird, and Guillaume de 
Mach 


‘Ghee yo de mho?” 
'Marhaut. Bill Machaut. Fren 
preRach, He's really the most. the very 
md. How about another glas of New 
York State Ch 
"Well. T n — 
kit, anyway,” he sad briskly 
for both of them, “What's the 


back to hi 
and some 
music, He didn't seem to care. He 


ted his sleep, or was bored, or had 
other matters on his mind. Hut this 
time he took Saralee to her door. 

Uh." she said. 
“Uh what? Spit it out, you're chew- 
ing on somethin 

Bud. please! 

“Please what?" 

"Well." she said all in a timid rush, 
"well. why don’t you come upstairs and 
have a little music and a nightcap? My 


'robably I'd rather just liste 

OK, why not? 1 need the exercise.” 

She put her key in the outside doo 

of mei 

‘Why should 1 do that. baby? No- 

body here to appreciate the joke I 
1 wouldn't do th: 

* He groped for ES 

He scarched for exactly 

vent. "I think you're 

bug me like some 


the proper co 
OK. kid. You don 
broads do” 

She smiled with tender gratitude. She 
studied him as they soared in the self- 

ice elevator. He did not smile. but 
maybe he twitched a little, she thought. 
Jt looked almost like a smile. He must 
really like her. He was rather rough and 
rude and inconsiderate. not nice at all 
the way he had seemed to be, but now 
there was something basi 
Basically wha? She was not su 
she knew was that his hand on her arm 
challenged her, and she was leading hi 
to her apartment with a strange catch 
her throat and а hopeful wonder- 
ment at what might happen next 

“Oh dear!" she suid in a small. very 

nall smothered voice as he took her 
his arms. That was what happened 
next 

"Whats he matter?” 

"You don't even give me a chance to 

‘on the lights” 

“Js that why you said oh dear? 

She did not reply, but she smiled i 
the dark The oh dear which bad 
ped to her lips was saying some 
thing else. It spoke Гог the fieree percep- 
tion ol desire: and abruptly, with quak- 

e knees and a determined heat, Sara- 
lec Sanders had the greatest, most а 
al idea of her life. That rough, 
rational, d man, 
Sireeter she would please hi 
tely and make hi He would 

с could do 


Bud 
abso- 


moody, unt 


which she felt taking possesion of her 
delighted body — the method of sur- 
And Bud was thinking as they 
stumbled toward the couch in the dark: 
Yes, ТИ be nice. Why not? Very soon 
maybe. 
Just not yet. 
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Master of the Revels 
(continued [rom page 52) 


you're never sure that they will con. 
tinue, Tt keeps you on your toes, Otto. 
lt keeps up, shall we say. the quality 
of the product 1 ike it that way. ! 
Tike you to feel that 1 may get bored 
With the arrangement and call the whole 
thing off. 1 don't like the people on 
ny payroll getting fat and secure.” 

"I wouldn't do that, Reed, The quality 
would remain the same. I need that se 
curity, 1 пека thar kind of an annuity. 

“No dice, my friend. 1 don't care if 
you squirm or get frightened or even 
hate my guis. As long as you're anxious 
and worried, 1 know you'll be working 
your tail off for m 

"Reed, please, I need that feeling of 

f. Tve sweated enough’ 
"Sweat some more, brother. ИЛИ keep 
you in shape. Or maybe you want to 
certainty and just call the 
oft пом?" 

"No; sail Otto Freund. “Forget 1 
mentioned it” 

1 already 
After that interview, 
made а decision, 

One afternoon he had 
nive meal at Chasens. 
ing that was unusual about this par- 
ticular day was that he dined alone 
ind held a leather attaché case on his 
lap throughout the meal. He had the 
doorman hail him a cab and he left his 
Jaguar in the parking lot. He directed 
ihe cab driver to а ginmill type bar 
on Melrose. After he had entered the 
bar it took him several minutes for his 
eyes to accustom themselves to the dim- 
mes. He ordered a bottle of imported 
German beer from the bartender and 
carried it with him to a table set in 
front of a booth in the rear of the room. 
‘As he approached the table, a heavyset 
man in a pinstripe suit rose and ollered 
his hand. Otto gor right down to busi- 
nes. He placed the attaché case on the 
table. 


Nobody must ever know we are степ 
acquainted” he said. “That is my first 
condition.” 

“Agreed.” sid the ran- 

“Му second condition is that you must 
never, under any circumstances call me 
at my home or my school.” 

зата 

“Third” continued Оно, “the money 
is to be paid into my account in cash 

party. And when we meet, it 
йе this а place like 
this where neither of us would be recog 
nized. "There must be no other contact 
between us 

“You make this sound like a cloak 
and dagger movie." said the other man. 
“However, 1 agree to your terms" 

“Fine.” said Otto, “Fine.” 

He opened the attaché case and 
handed over an envelope. 

"The man opened it. It contained 15 
typewritten pages and several #14 x 11 
glosy pictures. The man took his time 
reading the pages while Otto sipped on 
his beer, When he'd finished reading he 
held the pictures to the side so that a 
beam of sunlight hit them. 

“That's the best picture of Lili I've 
ever seen.” he said. "And 1 have not 
lived my life in vain. Гус finally seen 
Reed Herald iu a good picture.” 

He put the papers and the pictures 
back in the envelope and put it in his 
hp. 

“Wonderful” he sid. "Wonderful, 
Mr, Freund. Tim sure we shall have a 
proßtable and long amociation. You will 
Contact me abont our next meeting 
place?” 

“In a couple of weeks” 

er 

They shook hands and the man got to 
his feet. Опо sat drinking his imported 
German beer. There was a smile on his 
face as he watched the most feared and 
hated man in Hollywood, the publisher 
of the most famous and succesful scun- 
dal magazine, leave the har. 

‘Otto Freund had, finally, found his 
annuity. 


TIGER HUNT 


(continued from page 62) 


way authorities had a real reason to be 
upset: this cat had a habit of feasting 
on the signalmen, thus interrupting 
all trafic. He had already carried off 
five of them in as many weeks and the 
id scurried panicawicken back to 
their villages, My friend built а strong 
wooden case with а heavy gateway 
which thudded down by pressing а re 
lease some 100 feet away. Train service 
was canceled for the day und the cage, 

e cow call, was put near 
The marauder was soon 
brought to bay and was found to have 
been seriously bruised in the leg by а 
wanton shot, enougl to turn him inte 
а man-cater, 

Ordinarily, a tiger never attacks hu. 
man beings unless provoked or mo 
ested. He resorts 10 dende by at 
cident, for convenience rather than the 
taste of human flesh. 


mgle path in the Almorah district of 
Uttar Pradesh. Suddenly 1 saw about 
200 yards away а rippling glory of 
black and gold. His stride resembled a 

lemus river flowing in bright sun 
T was unarmed, so а prolonged 
admiration of his charms or an argue 
ment about who had the right of way 
were out of the question. А hasty re- 
treat might h: 


On the other hand, 
instances which show that tigers like 
to toy with human beings. Sometime 
hack I beard a story which sounds in. 
credible, but is true. 

A young newly-married couple war 
walking through the jungle, Suddenly, 
the man saw a rare species of bird to 
which he gave chase for some distance. 
On his return, he found the girl gone 
He looked around and sw the pug 
marks of a tiger, and also pieces of the 
pis clothing on а thorny bush. He 
decided to track the tiger. It war a 
long chase through rocks and ravines 
toa jagged-mouthed crevice, He peeked 
through the opening and there was the 
tiger playing with the girl Tike a house 

y with a doll, cavorting and having 
a high old time. The girl, though still 
unharmed, was unconscious with fear, 
amd her black hair had turned silvery 
gray, The man Killed the tiger, but 
the girl lost her mind forever, 

A tiger urns mancater only when 
the jungle is depleted of fauna, or 
when he оо old or maimed by an 
unhealed wound to hunt up his own 
pry. Poor man, accustomed 10 the 
ca ways of an artificial. civilization, 
has hardly any speed, sense of smell, 
vision or hearing, much less the physi- 

(concluded overleaf) 
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cal strength to withstand a beast with 
such enormous power. At any rate, a 
human being is hardly more than 
branch to this majestic glutton who 
can gobble up to 200 pounds of meat 
at a comple of sittings, 

ident which nearly always 
turns a tiger into a mancater is an € 
counter with a porcupine. A tiger is 
no gourmet; when hungry, he docs not 
besime 10 eat a skunk, a mouse, a 
mustang or a carrion full of maggots, 
and he dearly loves his porcupine 
тем. In stalking this delicacy, he ips 
the slow-moving rodent from behind, 
receives a full complement of quills for 
his trouble. Sometimes, as many as 70 
quills, each from one inch to 12 inches 
long. get into his flesh. The tiger dors 


pot pull the quills from his Mesh, b 
bites off the p stick. ou 
This bruises. his nd he spends 


the rest of his life in great pain. 
It is the hardest thing t6 Kill à 
eater, Не docs not return to Бай, and 
since he knows no fear of man, he can 
hardly be frightened by beaters. Some 
fof these brutes kill as many as 140 peo- 
ple before getting the final shot. 
“The tiger is perhaps the most fiend- 
ishly beautiful animal in Creation. He 
is an embodiment of symmetry and 
grace, of untamed fury 
agery and superlative sure 
strongest point is not ben 
cal strength, but his gray matter: he 
is one of the brainiest beings in the 
Kingdom. Though he has sharp 
md fantastic hearing powers, 
se of smell is so weak that he 
annot sniff out a skunk in а rose gar 
den. His footpads and skin are soft, 
like chose of human beings, forcing 
him to choose well-beaten paths to 
avoid scratches from jungle rocks and. 
bushes. His paws are so broad th 
they cause him to crunch Jeaves noisily 
‘or loosen stones that go hurtling do 
slopes, alerting the game. The oth 
mgle animals keep an eternal wi 
on him; wherever he goes ph 
call, eagles circle and sercan 
chautr, barbets tonk a 
their nasal call, creating a bedlam. 
The tiger survives because of 
shrewdness. He sneaks up on h 
as stealthily as possible, Hidde 
ing at % pace, he shirts round his 
prey, studying every suitable angle for 
a leap, If the path 
1 
E He may 
spend hours in these preliminaries but 
seldom, if ever has an animal once eyed 
by the tiger escaped for long. It is a 
that he is one 
of the most feared beasts in the entire 
world, second only to a man with a 


gun. 
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THE FRENCH 
(continued from page 59) 


man whom France destroyed. The mo 
ment he steps off the dock, his inner 
anchor scems to snap, and he is adrift on. 
а sea of confusion and doubt. Consider, 
lor instance, the next chapter, which 
Keyworth calls The Train. 

"Porter, is the train alongside?” 

Yes, sir, I'll take your luggage along.” 

Are they corridor carriages?” 
^E want a fist- (second, third.) class 
nent’ 


“A compartment for ladies only.” 
Here is the train for Paris, sir. 
"Find me a corner seat il possible.“ 
the engine, Facing the en: 


Here's a corner seat. 

lh he may now be yearning for 

las slecpingear where ladies 

may smoke in their berths, Falnstock 

presumably ^ 
ame vor 


The episode is climaxed by a patch of 
doublespaced silence, during which 
Fahnstock apparemly makes a getaway 
down the corridor, clutching his two- 
wheeler in embarrassment. Spotting an- 
other vacant seat, he now takes the 
precaution ul inquiring: 

“1s this seat free?” 

‘Yes, sir.” — Thanks.” 

Porter, hand me up my drcssing bag." 

My hat bos.” 
‘My stick and umbrella.” 

Dees the train start at once, porter? 

“No, sir; you've got twenty minutes 
yet; time to look in at the refreshment 
vid as it is, this scene is apt to leave 
the reader wondering just what in hell 
is going on. Having found a scat, lor 
example, Fahustock instructs the porter 
to hand him up his dressing-bag, What 
are we w make of this suggestion of alti 


extremely short porter? ‘The fact that he 
will hos 20 minutes left is a 
realistic touch. This is life as we have 
all known and lived it, and it is a шірне 
К о character that 
ok next appear in Le 
Buffet, ot The Refreshment Room. 
“Please let me have a cup of coffee and 


cup of tea. A cup of chocolate.” 
“А bottle of Flemish beer.” 

ind a roll, sir?” 

Yes, roll and butter,” 
е me also 2 slice of ham.” 
“A little cold meat. A hard-boiled egg.” 
“A little mote coffee and milk, sit?” 


“No, thanks.” 

"Yes, thanks, a little more.” 

Jt was at this point that 1 began 10 
suspect that France was no place for me, 
IF that’s what goes on at Le Butler, Td 
rather stay home. But the worst was yet 
to come. Having lost all track of time 
while downing his cocoa and beer, Fahn, 
stock hastens back to the platform to find 
that the Paris train has left, taking along 
, hatbox, stick and dresing- 
ing his box of samples, 

ar, books amd per 


һәр. Still 
his bag of under 
sonal cigars, he then decides to start 


from scratch and buy а new ticket. Step 
ping up to the window, he mumbles dis 


Third) to Fontaine. 


кештп 
No, single only.” 
iket" 
op on the way?" 
may break your journey for 
twenty-four hours, but you must get your 
ticket stamped. 
Now ме 
checked." 
Porter, here are our tickets.” 
“Its a penny for each boy, 
your luggage ticket, sir. Dont 
you must show it on your arti 
“Here is the waitingroom. You have 
ten minutes yet; the train is late.” 
“Travelers for the Lyons 


must ger the luggage 


Here is 
it, 


guard 
At what o'clock do we get to Fon- 


täinchleau train?” 


vs stifling im here, Will you allow. 


me to open the wi 


а strong draught. May 1 
lose the window?" 
“Is the door properly dosed? 
Anyone who has ever made a weekend 


jaunt to Westport or Spcon attest 
lo the authenticity of this chapter 
омос. may be high: 

ели, instead of 


Fahnstock really е 
or has he inad- 
ertently boarded the train for Lyons? 
s he traveling alone, or did he meet 
ter leaving the refreshment 
js reference to "our tick 
would seem to suggest? Why the sud 
interest in mali 1 чорма? 
Has be abandoned all thought of going 
ко Paris, just because he lost his bicycle? 


room, as 


student of Keyworth can give по pat 
answers. The next we sce of Fahnstock. 
he has already arrived somewhere, and 
is heard to exclaim: 

“Is there no omnibus for the Hotel de 


T'Europe?* 

“Porter, call me a cab.” 

“Drive me to the Hotel de l'Europe.” 

Here you are, sir.” 

“How much do Lowe you?" 

“He is 2 frames 50 centimes, and the 
tip, say three francs” 

Disregarding the cabby’s hint, Fal 
stock firmly insists, "The taximeter read- 
ing is 2 francs 50 €.” and bolts like mad 
into the next chapter, 4 l'Hotel. 

Where is the ofice, please’ 

“There vou ase, sir, to the right (left) 


“А room with two beds." 
1 want a double room, with bed for 
a child.” 
'On the first (second) floor.” 
"What is the price of the room per 
ber week?" 
Are those inclusive terms?” 

"What are your best terms for full 
board" 

"How much is breaklast?* 

“Lunch? Dinner?” 

"Is there a о" 

Since the desk clerk never has a chance 
to answer, Ten still in the dark as to 
whether or not the Hotel de l'Europe is 
a woll ap. But one thing appears cer 
tain: Fahnstock is not alone. Somewhere 
along the line he did meet someone, and. 
t someone has a child. As a former 
second-class scout with a merit badge for 
Yersonal Health, 1 prefer to think that 
his companion is his wife, the former 
Olympia Grimshaw of Fort Wayne, Indi 

13, who preceded him to Europe in 
May, in order to visit the Edinburgh 
branch of the family with her young son. 
Muirhead. You're entitled to your own 

n, of course, and may put 
suction you like on the follow 
scene, called Settling Down. 

“Are you the chunbermaidz" 

"What is your nam 

“Will you show me the b 
eset? 
"Now bring me some 
"I want a footbath, a hipt 
"Give me some soap. 

“Same towels. A chamber,” 
“A needle and thread. A butto 
“A shoehorn.” 
“A candlestick and 
“А candle, A lamp 
“The gas need 

NC fire. plene.” 
"F should like an аги 
Where can 1 put away my things? 


һ the wardiobe, the chest of 
drawers” 
"There is the dresing table” 


“The mirror, The table. 
lie washistand. The bell.” 
“Another pillow, please.” 
ive me another blanket” 
Have you not got а hair m 
“I don’t like feather beds.” 
“Have you an eilerdow 


"Are the sheets well aired?" 
ave my boots cleaned.” 

"Call me at eight" 

I think most readers will agree that 
for sheer savoirfaire this chapter far 
surpasses anything in recent literature, 
For all its suavity, however, it loses some 
what in translation, as may be deduced 
from a perusal of the sume scene in 
French. Even so prosaic a query as “Are 
the sheets well aired?” takes on deeper 
meaning when it becomes "Les drape 
sontils bien secs?" 

Up to this point, the key word seems 
to be “secs” But the ch 
end here. Three all important lines re 


proving beyond a doubt that 
ipia has been in the room the whole. 


ial have breakfast in my room,” 

"Very good, madam,” 

“Good night, madam. 1 hope you will 
steep well.” 

Regardless о 
morning ш lo go. 
After a night under the eiderdown wit 
his shocs off, he can't w 
sights. 

"Call me a tax 

“A carriage with one hone." 

A carriage and pair. 
"T shall take a cab by the hour to see 
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Wine Fat 


the town. 

Having galloped past the church, the 
town hall, the opera house and the quay 
he winds up—even as you and 1—at 
Le Cafê, where he announces: 

"Tam thirst 

Waiter, a glass of beer.” 

"A bottle of beer. 

“A whisky and soda.” 

“A lemon squash." 

“An appetizer.” 

“А сир ol collce. А glass of coflce.” 

"Some fresh water. Some ice.” 

Some redcurrant syrup, Son 
mand sup." 

Some notepaper. envelopes” 

A pen and ink. Some blouing paper 

Keeping in mind that F 
Traveler is a 
lacks the edit 
shaped 
Fahnstock did not dri 


everything he 
tion that he 
ince, but 
wed it 10 write a letter to the raihoad 
retrieve his bat hen and. 
le. But the fact that Keyworth has 
obliged to instruct the traveler in 


felt 
how to order sed-currant syrup and 


lemon in French. gives one рашы. 
1s that how France affects the American 
SG Or are these 10 be considered 

requests, 10 be used only in 
the event that le Café has run out of 
beer? After two generations of tourists 
have given their orders according to 
Keyworth, is it still posible lor a new 


the almond syrup? 

H not. Um afraid Fd never make it to 

Le Restaurant, where Fahnstock is next 
the company ol a Mysterious. 


Lam very hungry, and 1 hope the 
A will be good and well cooked, for 
mot particular." 

They tell me that this is the best e+ 

ү 


‘ere all right, then.” 
ill you wait one moment. 
ook for the head waiter.” 

с well, so we shall have a 


1 will 


ty plotsense 
ıt the Mysterious Stranger is 
id waiter. In fact 


n basis, he goads Fahnstock into onder 
a meal that goes on lor a full page 
a half in both Languages. and in. 
dudes Movies. heelsneak, 
chicken, omelettes, seven vegetables, four 
cheeses, fruit, champagne. rum. gin and 
(coffee. As the meal groans to a halt over 
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brandly ts, the waiter, with all 
the gentle irony of a true countryman 
ol Voltaire, suggests: 
“Perhaps you would care for the full 
heon, gentlemen." 
How much is i” Fahnstock mumbles, 
and the scene condudes on a note of 
brisk flatulence: 
"Waiter, bring me the bill, please.” 
You have made a slight mistake, I 


lo 


“I am very sorry, sir. 

"It docs not matter. 
is way out, sir. 

ind many thanks" 
Quite" 

Hurry up!" 

Sinclair, Fahnstock 


Some on the 
Hubert 


he parts company with the scheming 
and returns to the Hotel 
"Europe, a full man. Olympia, mean- 
while, has been to the Salon pour Dames, 
and has had her hair washed, singed and 
curled "in the latest style.” Unaware 
that Fabnstock has had his hot meal jn 
the middle of the day, she then decides 
to go Marketing. Her shopping list runs 
to М0 items, including a leg of anton. 
a calls head, two pounds of lard, one 
franc 50 worth of cooked 
ked pig's trotters, Jerusalen 
wild rabbit. 


artichokes, 
nd à haunch of venison. 
How she ever got past the desk clerk 


with such а load, and how she managed 
to roast a haunch of venison in her 
room, are secrets known only 10 Olym- 
pîa. For the tragic aftermath, I refer you 
to the following chapter, Le Médecin. 
"Will you please send for a doctor: 
lam ill" 
have telephoned, the doctor will 
at once. 


Here he is, sir 


vod evening, docto 
"What is the matter with you?” 
ye what you feel.” 

suffer much 


haven't been well for some days” 
m 


“Lam sufiering fi 


"I have constant sick headaches." 

^V am aching all over 

"I have a toothache.” 

“My eyes ache.” 

"I've got а cold.” 

“Je isa cold in the chest.” 

„ am coughing a great deal“ 
have a bad cold in my head.” 

‘My stomach is out of order." 

1 am suffering from stomach: 

"My digestion is bad. 

“I feel feverish 

Т have shivering fi 


uples on my fa 
blister on my heel.” 
My finger is swollen and very райы 


ых 
1 think itia whidow.” 
1 have sprained my wrist.” 
“му ankle is swollen 
1 ear ici sprained.” 
1 have a very painful boll” 
“Look, There ch” 

Tan sleep.” 

From the varied nature of е con 
plaints it doesn't take а diagnostcian to 
реше ош thatthe whole family has been 
Tad Tow. The doctor: tuc o all th 
highest and best in is profession, cakes 
рй» and offers квоти. 

“You want à few day ret 
on“ 

"Т will write you vut a prescription 

Which of the ied Fabnatocis fi 
nally makes й down tothe drugstore, we 
Cannot му. But the prescription quoted 
їп At the Chemists prety much ran 
the shelves, Forty separate nesrums 
ме called for including such old s 
ae "agnita, Ерли so 
Мину water, lowers ol sulphur; һай 
эш, and worm powder fot a c 

ut the doctor must have known what 
һе was doing, for in the next chapter 
kaum it already up amd around. 
Having negotiated а hen bundle of 
franca At Ihe Bank, he immediately scs 
boe tenting Honse™ which lene 
tne to asper that garfet Larbecuts are 
Rot permitted at the Hotel de TEurope, 
relato agent shows hin "à шс hou 
in die Ruc Cambeus, the villa kene 
Кеш 300 In.” and after requesting that 
all ihe ornaments be removed. Fab 
Stock ther it Leaving Olympia 1o hire. 
The Servant, he thea decides to boy a 
eee о replace his ong os icr 
As may be expected, he i ocn wea 
Ж over the Boulevard, shouting 

"Show me the way to 2 garage 

Here There 
"To the Ih: 


ls it far? No, quite near: 

“Opposite. At the hotel.” 
you very much.” 

Don’t mention it 

The tyre is punctured.” 

1 have broken the ri 

“The chain. The fork. 

“The wheel is bent (buckled)." 

Not even a buckled wheel can explain 
Fahnstock's presence in the chapter that 
follows. however. "To account for it, I 
have been forced to assume that he 
have met the American neerd 
Hubert Sinclair, while roll 
public gardens of the “Trompe ГОсй. 
Surely it must be Sinclair and sot Fabs 
stock who proposes a trip to the three 
story suburban establishment that i the 

ne of En Visite, 
fs Madame Du 
Yes sir, she i 
“I am at home. 
You are at h 
“He is at home: 


A spoke.” 


nas at bome?” 
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"She is at home. 
"They Џет.) are at home: 
It is, in short, the sort of place where 

everyone is at home, if you get my mean- 

ing. Always the gentleman, Fabnstock 
nevertheless feels called upon to inquire: 
receive visitors today 

"If ye have the goodness to give 

your card, 1 will inquire: 


"Very well, thank you, and you? 
With the formalities out of the way, 
the Madame gives us to understand that. 


. hers 
every sense of the 


is a sporting home i 
word 
y ters are some vay nice pepe 


nany of your countrym 
ind of sport, you can. 


т and skate 


“You can drive! 
“We play golf and tennis” 
Sidestepping the fully-equipped Miss 

A, Fabnstock adopts a cautious, cul 

tural tone 
“For my part I prefer a more tranquil 

ше” 
"P like the theatre, the cinemat- 
ктар! 
“This evening I am going to the opera, 
tomorrow to а concert.” 
But no amount of pretense can save 
n. The hand of Fate intervenes with 


“May I present my ni 
“I am delighted to meet you, Miss 
Mary 
“I am going out to post some letters” 
"May I have the pleasure of accom: 
ing your" 
ih great pleasure.” 
“Are you fond of dancing? 
‘ery. 1 am going to the ball to- 


nigh 
"Will you give me a wal?" 
"But you are quite a stranger 
T hope 1 shall 

"Are you fond of music? Singing?” 

“Painting? Drawing? Sculpture?” 
Yes, I paint in water colour and ой, 


also 
7I play the pias 
"And you sing 
“A little also. I have not had many 
Jesons’ 
“E shall come and hear you, if you will 


o a little” 


permit me 
‘Oh! No! T should be too nervous.” 
“How well you speak English! 


1 learnt at school.” 
here is a good teacher here for 
French and Italian.” 


“I must now say good-bye.” 

"Not good-bye. Au revoir” 

With a flick of her skirt and a provoca 
tive display of firmly molded ankle, 
Marie gocs off to post her letters. Si 
ten with а darkling passion for this, the 
most accomplished of all the Madame's 
many “nieces,” Falinstock apparently 
decides 10 stay over a few days. While 
Keyworth discreetly skips the entertain. 
ments of evening, he is almost prodigal 
in providing us with glimpses of the 
more wholesome pursuits of day. With 
the fun-loving Marie, Fahnstock is soon 
lost in a mad whirl of golf, tennis and 
auction bridge. She ounces him ar 
billiards. They play ches, and mate in 
three. ‘Then its off to the Théatre Fran 
cais to see a performance of Learned 
Ladies, 

“м 


ion! the three 


Thee qm 


Knocks.” 


ng of the play 


The play is beginning.” 
“The action tikes place in P: 

the seventeenth century. 
inde and Нег 


te occupy the 


“They come down to the footlights: 


“There are ten minutes’ inter 
“Let us go and see the crush-room. 
Whar or where the crushroom may 

be, 1 have no idea. But if 1 have read 

my French for the Traveler aright, it 
is the point of no return, the last outpost 
on the way of all flesh. For, with these 
words, Fahnstock and Marie leave the 
stage. Keyworth lowers the curtain, Des 
ny its boom, and our Tittle drama of 
опе man's fight against France is brought 
хо а hasty close, The tragic epilogue that 
follows tells its own story of degradation 
and defeat Having abandoned family 
and career for the illusory delights of 
life in the demimonde, Fahnstock awak- 
ens to find himself faced with the grim 
realities of Money, Weights and Mear 
ures, In place of gourmet menus ant 
tourist timetables, he now reads Public 

Notices: No ADMITTANCE .. NO THOM 

ооснклик .. asi 18 NOT ALLOWED IN 

THIS DEPARTMENT , . DANGEROUS CORNER 

+ +s DANGEROUS CROSSROADS. « DAN 

оок HILL... DO NOT ALIGHT n THF 

TRAIN mas srOPPED. "5 vor 

ALLOWED e PLEASE WIPE YOUR FEET + 

rus ОБУ, 

‘The book ends in a montage of signs 

scen in parks, public gardens and art 
lente and closes with a warning that 


SMOKING 


sell: vo xor төшен. Personally, E don't 
intend to—at least not this year. 1 
palpitation. 1 have a 
blister on my heel, My f 
and very painful. 1 ıl 


sullering dro 


Tight of all this, 


elegant, polished, re 

of the Latin 
a Gy. In 
't help being a bit 


id when we 
n just that. Its a 


NEXT MONTH 


There's a neor view 
of о fobulous reor 
view, Vikki Dougan’s 
++. there's. nerve- 
twisting tension in 
the horror story of 
The Fly . . . and 
there's a laugh a 
line in the latest 
timely, topical take- 
off by Roy Russell. 


we share with w 
phers all the way 
and trees teach m. 
people in a city 
Mr. Dooley ("туй 
havin’ goes to tl cit 
whats left). IE yo 
with the 
„ with So 


urban philoso- 
s (“Fields 
„ but the 


largest percent 
^ im cities of 


now to the magazine for men that is the 
an of them all, 


3 yen 13 2 yoo 10 


(You: save $5.00 fror (You save $2.00 from the 
regular single-copy price.) regular single-copy price.) 


Pleose enter my subscription 10 PLAYBOY for 


D 3 years $13 
$ enclosed E 2 years $10 
O 1 year $6 
m 
пон 
en — 
os STATE, 


Seems almost everyone knows the 


good word for WINSTON 


AND THE WORD IS "TASTE" . . . good taste! 
See if you don't think that Winston is the best-tasting 
cigarette you've ever smoked! Part of the reason is the 
exclusive snow-white filter, carefully made to let you 
enjoy Winsto full flavor. It's no wonder, really, 
that Winston is America's best-selling filter cigarette — 
and by a wider margin than ever! Try a pack real soon! 


Winston 2 


's rich, 


Enjoy WINSTON ...with the snow-white filter in the cork-smooth tip! 


